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JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA 

RUINS 


CHAPTER ONE 

THE BEGIHNINO OF THE EXPEDITION 

T here is always a touch of Romance about the Unknown, 
and in my journey throu^ South America I was to see 
and study the Unknown both of the Present and of the 
Past. 

The Amazon Basin was the Unknown of the Present. Now that 
Africa has been opened up, and both of the Poles discovered, there 
remain but few places in the world which are as untouched and 
unexplored as the vast stretches of territory watered by 
the Amazon, the largest of all the rivers. The main stream and 
its principal tributaries have indeed been charted, but there are 
still hun^ds of important by-streams — ^by-streams which, in 
Euk^, would be considered huge rivers — ^the position and source 
of which are unknown. Above all, only a very small portion 
of the immense expanses of jungle which lie between the nvers 
of the Amazon systems has ever been visited by an explorer. 
There are still hundreds of thousands of square miles of virgin 
forest through which no white man has ever penetrated, and in 
which dwell many curious and unknown species of animal life, and 
hordes of savage tribes who know of no culture other than their 
own. The North American Indian is now little more than a 
romantic historical tradition, but there are still countless Indian 
tribes in the Amazonian jungles over whom the White Man 
holds no sway. In the border-lands there is more or less 
perpetual warfare between the pioneers of European blood and 
Indian tribes who are attempting to preserve their independence 
and their undisputed hold over the jungle. Further in the heart 

II 



12 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

of the jungle there are many other tribes to whom noi 
pioneers or rubber-men have come, and who know of the White 
Man only through Uie wild rumours which spread 1hrou||^ the 
jungle. 

The tablelands of the Andes which rise to the west of the 
Amazon Basin represented the Unknown of the Past. On the 
delate plains of these tablelands lie many unexplored ruins of 
ancient days. There arc the remnants of mighty buildings 
reminiscent of the magic culture of the Incas. Of some 
of these we think we know the history and the meaning, but 
there are many more concerning which even tradition is silent. 
Other ruins, even more strange, bear record of magnificent civiliza- 
tions that had disappeared and been foigotten even in the days 
of long, long ago, when the Inca Emperors ruled ovcj; their great 
Empire. 

There are many things to be discovered concerning the nature 
and origin of the Inca culture. Of the pre-Inca civilization we 
know almost nothing at all. It is only within the last few years 
that their existence has been suspected, and until further exca- 
vation has been done, we shall have no further knowledge as 
to when these civilizations sprang into being, how long they 
flourished, and why they disappeared. A whole new chapter of 
human history awaits the explorer and the arehseologist in this 
region. 

It was to explore a large section of the North-west Amazon 
Basin, and to study some of the ancient ruins of Peru, that I 
undertook my adventure. But like many other of life’s happen- 
ings, this journey was largely the result of chance. After having 
spent several years in various wanderings and expeditions in other 
parts of the world, I was attempting to settle down and lead a 
humdrum and numi or less respectable existence in London, when 
an old college friend, Visemmt Hustings, looked me up, and 
announced that he was planning an Amozon-Andes expedition. 
He asked me to be the co-leadcr of the new undertaking. To 
this I eventually agreed. We were busy making final preparations 
for departure when mgent family matters suddenly forced Lord 
Hastings to stay in England, and I was left with the sole burden 
of the expedition on my shoulders. 

There is always a rush, and hectic rushing about, just before an 
expedition starts, no matter how long it has been in prepara- 
tion ; in this case there was perfect pandemonium. At the last 
moment the Ufa decided to lend me one of their best camera men 
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in order that 1 might obtain a permanent record of the new 
territory through which I should be passing, and as he had never 
been outside Europe before, it was necessary to initiate him into 
the mysteries of exploring, and purchase for him his kit. Like 
most other people who set out for the wilds for the first time, he 
had bought far too much — ^in his case fifteen boxes full of all 
imaginable paraphernalia from patent foot*warmers to collapsible 
bedsteads — and it was first of all necessary to persuade him to 
abandon these and to. limit his outfit to what would go into a 
small tnin^. 

It had been agreed that Lord Hastings was to look after the 
collection of zoological specimens, while I continued with my 
anthropological work, but with Hastings’ defection I had now to 
learn to prepare skins myself, and the day before our departure I 
spent in the South Kensington Museum listening to all sorts of 
weighty scientific instructions from the experts there, not one- 
third of which could I understand, after which I was set to skin a 
half-dozen rats by way of practice. By the time I had finished 
with them they looked like representatives of a new and hitherto 
unsuspected species, but I felt that at least a start had been 
made, and that I could perfect my taxidermic art by catching 
and skinning the rats on the ship going out. 

In the meantime my telephone had been kept busy by a hundred 
people leaving all sorts of confused but important messages. 
From one of these, sent by the Brazilian Consul, I learned that 
the Brazilian Government had just prohibited the importation or 
carrying of fire-arms, because of a recent revolution, so that with 
my rifle find shot-gun for use in the jungles I was likely to be 
arrested as a gun-runner. But it was too late to mend matters, 
and as His Excellency, Snr. Oliveira, the Brazilian Ambassador, 
had been kind enough to provide me with letters of introduction, 
I hoped that I should be able to simooth things out. 

Eventually on May 12th, 1926, accompanied only by Mannling, 
my camera man, I set sail from Liverpool on board the Booth 
liner Hildebrand that was to take me directly far up the main 
stream of the Amazon. It is remarkable that a large and luxuri- 
ously appointed steamer should connect one directly with one of 
the most romantic and least explored portions of the world, so 
that pleasure-seeking tourists are able to journey at ease more 
than a thousand miles up the great river to the very borders of 
the Great Unknown. Even a band was there to function for our 
entotainment — ^though, as luck would have it, its memben were 
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new to the sea, and the quahus of the ocean made themselves 
occasionally felt in their musical efforts. 

The cotmtries of the New World have some very interesting 
immigration laws. In order to visit the United States one 
is probed to great depths regarding one’s political and moral 
beliefs. In order to enter Brazil — and Brazil is the gateway of 
the Amazon — one must have two letters asserting that one is a 
highly proper and respectable person ; also one must be possessed 
of a vaccination certificate. With considerable difficulty I bad 
secured the letters vouching for my propriety and respectability, but 
in order to obtain the vaccination certificate I had had to be vac- 
cinated, and the doctor who had conducted this operation was ^ 
determined to see that the job was done properly that he gave me 
a double dose, that began to “ take ” doubly as soon as I got on 
board the steamer. 1 was therefore forced to keep to my cabin 
for several days with an arm so swollen that 1 began to dream 
about amputation. 

Hardly had I begun to improve when we arrived at Portugal. 
It was only fitting that on the voyage to the Amazon we should 
make the acquaintance of this little country. It vividly recalled 
to our minds the days of Portugal’.s grandeur when she shared 
with Spain the Mastery of the Seas — the days when little barques 
set out from Lisbon to traverse the unknown seas, and succeeded 
in circumnavigating the globe for the first time. Those were the 
days when the whole of the New World was divided equally 
between the two Ibman Kingdoms. And it was Portugal that 
founded the colony of Brazil which was to embrace the greater 
part of the huge region drained by the Amazon River. 

We stayed for a few days in Oporto and in Lisbon. 1 was 
particularly impressed by Lisbon, which certainly has one of the 
most beautiful harbours in the world. As the effects of the vac- 
cination were still heavy upon me, I decided to see all of the 
more out-of-the-way places through the eyes of my camera man, 
and tick off in the Guide as seen everything that he told me was 
interesting, including Cintra, the Versailles of Portugal, and the 
marvellous mausoleum of the dead Kings. But to me the most 
interesting things, and these 1 saw directly, were the Manocline 
style of architecture — and the faces of the people. 

Under the reign of King Manoel (in the seventeenth century) 
Portugal developed a strikingly original and very beautiful, even 
though over-elaborate, style of building, a sort of combination 
oi Baroque and Gothic. Considering the distinction of this style 
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and its popularity in Portugal, it is rather remarkable that tlie 
ordinary treatises on architecture so completely ignore it. 

But, in the long run, people are more interesting than buildings, 
and it u^as the interesting nature of the Portuguese faces that 
particularly caught my eye as I roamed aimlessly through tlie 
streets. After the downfall of the older version of the Aryan raee 
theory, which tried to group all the European peoples into a single 
race, the anthropologists have attempted to establish three main 
racial types in Europe, the Nordic, the Alpine, and the Mediterranean. 
The last, with its dark hair and eyes and long face and head, is 
supposed tS be most purely represented in the Spanish peninsula. 
Considering this fact, it is remarkable the number of blondes or 
half-blondes with at least blue eyes and fair skins, one sees in the 
streets of Portuguese cities. Negroid features are also extremely 
common — bdt a large number of the townsmen looked more like 
American octoroons than a mixture of negro and Mediterranean 
races. 

It was only after leaving Portugal that the passengers began to 
know one another — and there were types for every taste. There 
were first of all the “ excursionists ” who were bent on securing 
a six weeks’ dose of the Bomanee <»f the Amazon. Most of these, 
for some curious reason, were from the North Country, and not a 
few from Scotland — as one could sec from the bad business the 
beggars did — even the seagulls must have noticed the predominance 
of Scotsmen, as iliey gave up following the sliip two days before 
scheduled time. 

Other passengers were going out to the Amazon region to spend 
the* lives there — ^in some little settlement perched at the jump- 
ing-off place for the Unknown. There was the distinguished figure 
of Suarez, the mysterious uncrowned king of a vast area of the 
Bolivian Amazon^ in the south, who owned, practically as 
slaves, thousands of Indians, who worked for him the rubber 
trees on his immense estate. He was one of the small group 
of men who own property in the Amazon, largely unmapped, 
but which is as large as a European Kingdom. 

There were two or three “ old hands at the game ” — English 
merchants who bad lived abroad for years. How alike in type 
they are — whether China, India, or the Amazon be the field of 
their activity ! For some reason they do not seem to floxirish in 
the Dominions. They must have a “ native ” — ^and dark back- 

^ In Aocordanoe with locibl custom* the word is uaed to indioate the 

whole region watered by the main Amaaon Biver and its many tributaries. 
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ground for their temper^ent to wax forth into full bloom. A 
curious type, but good>humouTcd, and one which has accomplished 
great things. 

Americans, strange to say, were absent. It is surprising that 
these glo1)e-trotters par excrHence have not discovered the Amazon 
as a field for touristing — certainly no place could afford more 
charm. But there were representatives of all the “ fancy nation- 
alities ” — French, German, Italian, and all venations of Spanish 
and Portuguese stock, both from the mother and daughter 
countries. The poor Purser had a good deal of difficulty in arrang- 
ing cabin mates. An Alsatian named Klein, who got 8n board at 
Lisbon, was, on the strength of his German name, given a cabin 
with a young Prussian, but it turned out that Monsieur Klcm waa 
violently pro-French, and a pitched battle ensued ; the com- 
batants had to be separated by force and then given cabins 
on different sides of the ship. 

A very dapper Italian travelled first class, while his wife was 
stowed away with the third-class passengers. By special favour, 
the spouse was allowid to visit her husband, lie, of course, 
nc'ver dreamed of soiling himself bv going into tin steerage. 

Tht' first port of call after Lisbon was at the ( nehanted islands 
of Madeira, a dust* r of a erdure-co\ ered mountain p(*aks which 
pierce the surface of the ocean, springing up as if miraculously from 
the bowds of the deep. To me Madeira se<‘med like a modem 
Garden of Eden, so luxuriant was it, with the most lieautiful 
flowers which I had cAcr seen. The steep, narrow, winding streets 
of the harbour town of I^inehal were paved with tiny smooth 
cobblestones, over ■Hhich carts with sledges instead of wheels were 
pulled by oxen. 

There are many who believe that these islands art tht last 
remnants of the supposed continent of Atlantis which spread tiver 
a vast area now ticcupied by the sta. To the student of human 
history it is more interesting to learn that these islands, and most 
of the other islands in the Atlantic, were uninhabited until they 
were discovered by the Portuguese. Then are very few )>laces 
indeed, suitable for human habitation, which have not been in- 
habited bj'^ some race of man from time immemorial. Even far 
outlying islands like Hawaii had lieen discovered and s<*ttled by 
.human bemgs long prior to the arrival of the White Man, The 
Atlantic islands alone seem to have lain outside of the ancient 
Oecomeme. 

After leaving Madeira we were well in the tropics, and a few 
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days latcarive MVaped ov&c the Equator. By a que«r little quip of 
fortune, a eool breesce sprang up that sraie evening, and the ladies 
had to send downstairs for their wraps. Although in the equatorial 
regions of the Atlantic there is noGiing like the chiUy Arctic or 
rather Antarctic current which sweeps up the west coast of South 
America, it was surprising how little troubled we were by oppres- 
sive heat. Never did the thermometer register more than 90 
degrees. On a voyage out to India it is taken for granted that 
one sleeps on de(di: after passing the Suez Canal (even though one is 
washed downstairs by the deck-scrubbers at dawn), but here on 
the Atlantfc, although directly under the Equator, we continued 
to sleep serenely in our cabins, and not infrequently with a blanket 
over us. 

Good old Aristotle laid down the dogma that the Torrid Zone 
which lay near the Equator was not only uninhabitable but also 
impassable owing to its excessive heat, and along with other 
Aristotelian dicta, this dogma was adopted by all the wise men 
of the succeeding ages. It is rather extraordinary, however, that 
more than a century after the discovery of America, and long 
after Pizarro had led his men south of the Equator, one of the 
grounds for the trial of poor Sir Walter Raleigh on the charge of 
scepticism and atheism was his denial of this Aristotelian doctrine 
of the impassibility of the “ Torrid Zone.” 

When we were still more than a hundred miles out at sea, and 
long before we came in sight of land, the water began to assume a 
vague brownish tinge — a sign of the tribute which the Amazon, 
the mightiest of the rivers, pays to the ocean into which it flows. 

The next day we caught our first glimpse of land. We had 
sighted the continent of South America at last I It was the pilot 
station of Salinas, and as the pilot who was to take us up to Pari, 
“ The Gateway of the Amazon,” came on board we made our first 
acquaintance with the United States of Brazil. 

Brazil differs very noticeably from all the other South American 
countries. This is no doubt due to the difference in its cultural 
background, for while with the other countries it was Spain, with 
Brazil it was Portugal which played the part of the Motherland, 
and this cultural cleavage has left a very strong impress upon the 
erstwhile colonies. 

From one point of view Brazil has perhaps not quite so much 
histcnical romance surrounding it as the countries to the west — 
such as Colmnbia, the New Granada of ancient days, which was 
the Spanish Main to the old-time English swashbucklers and 
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bucoaneors, who intercepted numy a galleon loaded with gold sent 
from the harbour of Cartagena, and destined for the Court of 
Spain. Nor perhaps can Brazil bathe in that glamour which 
belongs to Peru, hallowed by the traditions of the ancient Inca 
Empire, adorned with untold riches and ruled over by the Children 
of the Sun — an empire overthrown by the most romantic figure in 
history — ^Pizarro, the swineherd, aided by a mere handful of 
soldiers. 

No I Brazil has not this romance, but it has a romance of its 
own. In many ways it is the most royal of all the countries of 
South America, and an air of courtly circles still pervades it. 
While Spain was performing her mighty deeds to the north and 
west, Portugal directed her activities to that part of the newly 
discovered continent which lay nearest her. Various expedi- 
tions which set sail from IJsbon between 1500 and 1580 
brought Brazil under the suzerainty of the Portuguese 
crown. The new land was parcelled out amongst a number of 
the Grandees of the Court, who became little kings in their own 
way, and sent out needy and adventurous courtiers to settle 
their new domains. The aristocratic tradition was thus established, 
although in time the Governor-General of the wliole country 
appointed by the King succeeded in centralizing all authority in 
his own hands, and it was not long before the colony of Brazil 
became the chief Jewel in the crown of Portugal. 

Brazil was destined to have an even closer acquaintance 
with Kings and Emperors. During the Napoleonic conquests, 
when Portugal was invaded by the French, the whole of the Royal 
family fled to the New World, and even after the invaders had been 
expelled from the mother country, the Court remained in the New 
World. Rio de Janeiro became not merely the capital of Brazil 
but of Portugal as well, and Brazil itself was declared to be no 
longer a colony but an integral part of the United Kingdom of 
Portugal, Algarves, and Brazil. Thus for the first and only time 
in history a European country was ruled from the shores of the 
New World. 

This lustre was indeed short-lived, for in 1820 King Joao was 
forced to return to Lisbon, but two years later the King’s son, 
who had been left in charge of the Portuguese possessions in the 
New World, declared Brazil to be an independent empire with 
himself as ruler ; and for nearly seventy years Brazil was graced 
with an Imperial Court with its cohorts of noble Marquises 
and Dukes. It was not until 1889 that a short and bloodless 
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revolution extinguished the light of imperial romance in the New 
World and Brazil joined the ranks of plain plebeian republics. 

The pseudo-grandeur of an Imperial Court has departed from 
Brazil, but the real grandeur of immensity remains to her. Brazil 
is more than a country, it is half a continent, for it contains within 
its bosom very nearly half of the whole of South America. In 
size it is exceeded only by the British Empire, the Umted States 
of America, and the old Russian and Chinese Empires. Amazonas, 
the largest of the twenty federal states into which Brazil is divided, 
is larger than France, Germany, Spain, Italy, and Belgium com- 
bined, an^ Sergipe, though the sm^lest of the states, is yet larger 
than Denmark. 

With a variety of climate ranging from the tropical (the Equator 
runs through the Amazon region) to the temperate, where ice and 
snow mark the chilly winters, Brazil possesses almost every type 
of landscape, dense jungle, wide open plains, and high mountain 
plateaux, with land suitable for farming, for timber, and for 
grazing, to say nothing of vast hidden stores of mineral wealth. 
There can be no doubt that Brazil is destined to be one of the 
great countries of the future. 



CHAPTER TWO 


THE GATEWAY TO THE AMAZON 

G uided by our pilot, we slowly steamed up the river 
until we arrived at the city with the imposing name of 
Santa Maria Belem de Grao Pard — known to the 
tomist and the foreigner merely as Pard,^ though in 
reality this is the name of the state and not of the city. 

Pard is the gateway to the Amazon, the port of the greatest 
river system in the world, although, with a certain humorous 
inconsistency, the city, strictly speaking, does not lie on the 
Amazon River at all, but on the Rio Pard, which forms no true 
part of the Amazon system. The mouth of the real Amazon River 
lies nearly a hundred miles further to the north, but the great 
river, upon which ocean-going steamers can voyage for over two 
thousand miles, is so shallow at its mouth that only small fishing- 
boats can sail through it.^ But the Rio Pard, which is deep 
enough for all purposes, though an independent river, is yet con- 
nect^ with the Amazon by a number of deep narrow channels. 
By passing through these channels, the ocean liners, which are 
turned back by the shoals at the mouth of the Amazon, can get 
into the deep water beyond. 

Pard lies at the side or servants’ entrance to the great river, 
but as it is the only effective gateway the city is already of great 
importance, and this importance is bound to grow as the Amazon 
region is more and more opened up. 

Shortly after our arrival the brother of the Governor of the 
state of Pard came down to the ship to welcome me, and to invite 
me in his brother’s name to visit the Government Palace. Un- 
fortunately I foimd that here customs were followed which 
originated in lands far away from the Equator, so that, following 

^ So I was told by several competent navigators In the huge mouth, which is 
some two hundred miles wide, there are probably certain channels which are deep 
enough to allow the passage of larger vessels, but these channels change so 
frequently, and are so little known or charted, that they are still useless for 
practical purposes. 
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instructions, 1 donned a morning silk hat and high collar, and 
sallied forth to the fray, though I must confess that I carried the 
collar in my liand, and only put it on when outside the Palace. 

To make matters worse, the Governor insisted upon carrying 
on a long conversation in French — always a collar-wilting ex- 
perience with me at the best of times. However, His Excellency 
was very affable, and gave me all manner of good advice as to 
how I could best carry out my new expedition. 

Brazil, as is >vell known, upon becoming a republic, very 
largely based its constitution upon that of the United States of 
(North) America. Among other things, it adopted the Federal 
idea, whereby each of the twenty constituent states is self- 
governing as regards all domestic matters, and is subject to the 
central Goirrnment at Rio only as regards matters of national im- 
portance. Each state has its own Congress, and elects its own 
Governor, but unlike most of the state Governors of the United 
States, many of the Brazilian Governors belong to the diplomatic 
class, think in terms of Paris, and talk a fair quality of French. 

All over South America I was to find this inheritance of the 
Frcm'h tradition. Poor fiashy Louis XIV, who was too bound by 
local intrigues to be willing to back up his exploring captains in 
their attempts to capture a large part of the colonial world, has 
still, for this colonial world— and particularly for South America 
— an extraordinary romance. 

His Excellency himself showed me over the Palace — a very 
interesting building in the old part of the town, dating from 
colonial times. It was particularly remarkable for its inlaid 
floors and fumitun* made of Amazonian wood. I have no doubt 
that in years to come some of the precious wood from the sur- 
rounding forests will be exported all over the world, for certainly 
nothing can equal its finish when dressed. 

Subsequently I was handed over to the Governor’s brother once 
more, in order to see the sights of the city. These included the 
old Cathedral built over three hundred years ago, and which, with 
its severe simplicity, is, in my opinion, one of the finest in the 
world, and the ruins of the old fort, where the Portuguese first 
landed and took possession of tlie surrounding country at the 
beginning of the colonial regime. Even more interesting to 
me was the Zoological Garden, where were gathered together 
specimens of many of the mysterious dwellers of the Amazonian 
jungles — aigrettes, macaws, parakets, coatis, tapirs, and fierce 
prowling jaguars. Here, too, in tiie principal park, one could get an 
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insight into the real nature of the hinterland jungles, for the park is 
a remnant of the old jungle, which was left untouched while the 
space all around it was cleared to make room for the growing city. 
To me the charm of Pard lay in the fact that it gave a foretaste 
of what we were to experience in oiu: own battles with the un- 
explored jungles of the far-away interior. 

Kind as my august guide was, it was rather a relief when I was 
able to relapse into my unofficial capacity, in which, and after doffing 
the garb of ceremony, I loafed in one of the caffti until I managed to 
scrape the acquaintance of a rather shabby little English clerk, 
who proceeded to initiate me into the unofficial side of Pari. 
With him I wandered through the narrow crowded streets to the 
market-place by the side of the quay, where were gathered queer 
little craft from up the river, with sails of every 'colour. All 
around were wild, babbling, gesticulating specimens of humanity, 
haggling over strange fish which are to be found only in the 
Amazon, or over queer outlandish fruits grown in some Indian 
village only a few miles away in the interior. On other stalls 
were displayed skins of the huge anaconda snake, and the hides 
and teeth of the Amazonian crocodiles. It was a scene more 
picturesque than even an Eastern port could have presented. 

I was especially struck by the exotic beauty of the women, both 
of high and low degree. They combined the haughty languor of the 
Portuguese, the soft lines of the negro, with a touch of the sweet 
melancholy of the Indian. The race was far more mixed than 
even in the erstwhile Spanish possessions, and to have unravelled 
genealogies would have puzzled the College of Heralds, but the 
dominant note, even in the very highest classes, was the negro, 
and I believe that this is true not only of Pard, but of all parts 
of Brazil. 

To the Brazilian there is no such thing as race. There is only 
nationality. To the Brazilian an Englishman is an Englishman, 
and he makes no distinction between a high-fuluting Nordic and 
a Barbado negro. Within the boundaries of Brazil a man is a 
despised savage as long as he wears no trousers and goes around 
with a blow-pipe, but as soon as shirt, trousers, and the Portuguese 
language have been adopted, he becomes not a civilized aborigine, 
but a Brazilian. After all, colour is only skin deep, and who cares 
about Mendelian laws ? 

Strangely enough, in this clime even the Anglo-Saxon becomes 
affected by this attitude. My yoimg guide himself laboured under 
a native romance. For months after coming to Brazil he had 
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paid but casual attention to the Portuguese language, but on one 
of his trading trips far up the river, he had seen a dusky maiden 
who had won his heart. In order to pay the lady a proper court- 
ship, he had applied himself to linguistic studies, and he was now 
a fluent linguist — ^and engaged. 

A tropical romance truly, worthy of the pen of a Loti, but when 
I, not being a T^oti, asked for irrelevant details concerning the 
lady’s race, the only answer was that she was a — ^Brazilian, and 
I was unable to. discover whether white, black, or brown pre- 
dominatad. But in other ways, when suitably stimulated by the 
local beer, I found my new-found friend a mine of information. 

It was from him I learned of the great struggle which Pard had 
had to keep its head above water. In 1910, at the time of the 
great rubber boom, Pard was, for its size, one of the richest places 
in the world. Champagne, opera companies with prima donnas 
not entirely averse to attentions, and to Paris gowns, were plentiful. 
Then, almost overnight, rubber became a drug on the market. 
From about ten shillings a pound it fell to ninepence — ^and the 
o|K*ra companies came no more, ai|d the champagne glasses 
remained unfilled. Palatial houses, half-built, were never finished. 
The stale, largely as a luxury, was building a huge penitentiary, 
but with the return to poverty, crime and taxes decreased, and 
the uuconiplet(>d penitentiary is now a rival ruin to the old 
Portuguese lV)rt. 

In p way, this depression seems to have had a useful effect. In 
tl^old days rubber monopolized public attention, and no attempt 
was made to develop the other resources of the Amazon Basin, 
but in the last few years of tribulation many steps have been 
taken in this direction, and attempts have been made to instil 
into the natives of the surrounding districts the principles of 
industry and agriculture. Sometimes, to be sure, these aHompts 
have led to rather w'oeful results. Parcels of land were dakd out 
to natives for agrarian exploitation. One such native cam^to see 
the Governor a year later to announce that nothing would grow 
on his allotment, neither rice, coffee, potatoes, nor even beans. 
The Governor, surprised at this, asked the man under what con- 
ditions he had sown the seeds. “ Sown the seeds ! ” said the 
native, “ I didn’t think that was necessary.” In a land such 
as the Amazon, where things grow so luxuriously, such an idea is 
quite credible, for here one shoves a walking-stick into the ground 
and it blossoms forth into a tree. 

Seemingly as a reward for industry under such adverse dreum- 
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stances, just as I came to Pari, the Goddess of Fate deigned to 
smile upon the Amazon region by sending up the price rubber, 
and I found that local ineixdiants vrete once more dreaming of 
days when champagne would flow like water. 

Much of the trade of Pari lies in the hands of aliens — chiefly 
English and Germans. Americans I found but slightly reinresented 
in contrast to the huge American concerns in most Spanish- 
American republics. Unlike these coimtries, in another respect. 
Pari and the whole Amazon region has very few “Tropical 
Tramps,” Anglo-Saxon youngstm full of the wanderlust who 
drift from one job to another. All the clerks were contract men 
who had been specially engaged at home, and the youngster who 
wanders out to Pari looking for a job has a fine chance of know- 
ing what famine rations are. 

One of the most interesting of the local Englishmen Was the 
English Chaplain, whose parish is the whole of the Amazon district, 
Porto Velho, one of his stations, being more than two thousand 
miles away. Amongst the Anglo-Saxons the Amazonian climate 
does not make for religiosity ; consequently, though the Padre is 
a favourite guest at all dinners, his congregation consisted largely 
of coal-black ladies and gentlemen from the Bm’badoes, who were 
very strictly Church of England. 

The Padre, however, has made himself distinguished as a 
collector of — butterflies and moths, and has secured quasi-immor- 
tality by having his name given to a number of the new species 
which he has discovered. A few miles outside the town he has 
erected an electric lantern, whose light shone far into the jungle, 
and many a rare moth with its eternal passion for a flame had been 
lined from its haunts in the forests only to fall into the Padre’s 
hands. 

In common with all true bug-hunters, the Padre finds his col- 
lecting zeal is overpowering. I even heard it whispered that once, 
when he was reading the burial service over an open grave, he 
saw a particularly rare species of butterfly, which he managed very 
dexterously to get hold of while continuing verbally to consign 
dust to dust, and ashes to ashes. 

Two days later we left the “ Gateway City ” behind us and 
continued up the Pard River in order to make our way through 
to the Amazon. For many hours the great island of Marajo lay 
to the north of us. This island, almost a little continent unto 
itself, blocks the Pard from the real Amazon River. It is quite 
typical of conditions in the Amazon Basin, that whereas the coast 
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MArajo island has long been opened tq> to exploitation, with 
housands of cattle grazing <xi its meadows, there are still large 
>ortions of the intericar which are completely unexplored. Not 
•ong ago some ancient pottery was dug up on Marajo, indicating 
that a high civilization must have existed there in the long*forgotten 
past. The style of tiiis pottery is so peculiar that cultural anthro- 
poli^sts have been unable to link it up with any of the other 
ancient American cultures. 

The whole Amazon region is a mixture of the known and the 
unknown.«>The main stream has been charted and recharted, ex* 
plorers and pioneers have forced their way up most of the teibutaries, 
prosperous communities are found along the banks of the river, 
hundreds and even thousands of miles from its mouth ; and yet, 
in most cases, almost within a stone’s throw from these settle- 
ments lies jungle which is completely unexplored. 

That same night we came to the entrance to the Narrows, and 
we anchored there until daybreak, for, in spite of pilots and 
charts, no ship dares pass through these tiny channels in the 
dark. But the next morning wc proceeded to grope our way 
tluough. The Narrows, it will be remembered, consist of a number 
of natural, but canal-like, channels which link up the Pard River 
with the Amazon. Most of these channels are so narrow that 
they can only be used by flat-bottom river boats, but one or two 
are suitable even for great ocean-going liners, such as the one on 
which yrc were travelling. But deep or shallow, all these passages 
,Areyekceedingly narrow, and several times the trees of the sur- 
'^pounding forests almost brushed omr ship on either side. It 
stKined as if the jungle had closed in and was trying t# throttle us, 
and that we were winding, twisting, pushing toTvmtd, seeking 
an escape. 

By nightfall we had wormed our way out of the Narrows, and 
at long last were floating on the main stream of the Amazon 
River. Our first glimpse of it, when the glory of the setting sun 
had been caught by masses of clouds and reflected in the dark 
yellow water which surged past us, was so beautiful that it seemed 
like the realization of dreams. 

It is strange that this, the largest river of the world, should 
have been called the River of the Amazons, the women warriors 
of the ancient fable. The reason for the name is still uncertain, 
though it is probably due to some of the romantic tales told by 
its discoverer. Although Portuguese navigators entered the 
estuary of the Amazon in 1500, they thought they were in some 
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inland sea and gave it the name of Mar Oulcse>~-the sea of fresh 
water, and the real discovery tocdc place some forty years later. 

Gonzalo Hzarro, the brother of the great adventure who 
subdued the empire of the Incas, followed his brother to Peru, 
and was eager to vie with him in deeds of exploration and cmi** 
quest. Hearing the wild tales of £1 Dorado, the Golden Kingdom, 
which was supposed to lie on the other side of the Andes, he 
assembled a body of adventurers and set out on a journey of 
exploration, starting out from a point in Ecuador. But once the 
moimtains had been crossed, and the lowlands reached, Pizarro 
found, instead of golden kingdoms, only dense jungles, swamps, 
and slinking hostile tribes. Strange fevers and hunger overtook 
the little party, and it was soon reduced to a state of desperation. 

On the banks of a river, the Rio Napo, a crude boat was con* 
structed, and entrusted to a few men, headed by Orellans, with 
orders to sail down the river and secure food for the whole party. 
Weeks passed, and as the boat did not return, Pizarro and his 
remaining men were forced to fight their way back to the Andes. 
But Orellans was not lost. The swift current of the Napo had 
prevented his return to the main party, and he was carried down 
stream to the point where the Napo joins the waters of the Upper 
Amazon, and then down the main stream until the Atlantic Ocean 
was eventually reached. 

Alone with his little band, without maps or any knowledge of 
the country, never knowing what the next day would bripg forth 
diiring the whole course of the two thousand mile joumey, 
Orellans’ adventure was well worthy of record. Many a strange 
tale he had to t(‘ll when he came back to the Court of Spsin. 
Many of these tales were true, otlicrs the creation of pure fancy, 
others, again, were based upon error or misunderstanding. Among 
the stories which belong to the last category were those which 
told of frequent attacks by women warriors with long fair hair 
and pale bronzed skins. The Spanish explorer probably mistook 
for women the male warriors of the Yahua tribe, who to this day 
dress in capes and skirts of grass and wear their hair long. This 
apocryphal story of the women warriors persisted for nearly two 
centuries (it is not entirely dead yet), and it is for this reason 
that the great river received its curious name. 

But to come back to my own less heroic journey of exploration. 
For the next several days wc continued our voyage up the main 
stream. On cither side of us was the dense low-lying forest — the 
river banks being an unbroken wall of trees. It was very seldom. 
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however, that we could see both the reed banks of the fiver at 
the same time, because of a eohsthht luooession of islands whkdi 
break the stream up into a number dt ehannels, many of whkth 
srere scarcely broader than those of tihe so>oalled Narrows. 

We had come at the end of tile ndny season, but the river was 
still extraordinarily hi{^. The Amaixm lies so close to the Equator 
that there is scarcely any perceptible difference between summer 
and winter, so that the seasons are reckoned by the rise and fall 
of the water. Butin no other river is there such a diffmence 
between hifh and low water. The difference varies from place to 
place, but throughout most of the Lower Amazon Basin the river 
is nearly always between fifty and sixty feet higher during the 
wet season than it is during the dry. 

• As we passed close by the baiiks, with the jungle ri^t under 
our noses, we could see what a great difference the high water 
makes. Throughout a great portion of the Amazon Basin the 
land is very flat and low-lying, so that when the river rises it 
overflows its banks for many hundreds of miles on either side. 
So immense is the volume of water carried by the Amazon that 
the extent of country which is inundated every year is greater 
than the areas of Spain, Portugal, and France combined. No 
wonder that the natives call the Amazon the Ocean River 1 

As we peered at the banks, the jungle which covered them 
seemed more than ever impenetrable, by reason of the water which 
covered the roots and crept far up the trunks of the trees — and 
how thick and entangled this jungle was I Every foot of ground 
was occupied by trees, and the little space left between the tree 
tninlcs was covered with bushes, creepers, and clinging vines. One 
had only to gaze at the density of the jungle to realize why it was 
that the inner fastnesses of the Amazon region had remained so 
long imexplored. 

The mystery of the jungle seemed impenetrable. The forests 
teemed with life, but though from time to time strange sounds 
came out of them, it was very seldom that we could see anything of 
the wild creatures that lived therein. A monkey or two was seen 
swinging in the boughs of the trees, but quickly disappeared. It 
was only at sunset that we saw birds, macaws and parrots chiefly, 
hovering over the trees, seeking their perch for the night. FVoia 
time to time we could hear a jaguar shrieking in the distance, but 
never could we catch sight of this, the most formidable dweller 
of the forests. 

Very occasionally we passed by tiny settlements — three or four 
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huts, perched for the most part right on the water’s edge> as it 
the jun^e had baffled inland settlement. Several of these huts 
were built <m long wooden poles to protect them from the rising 
of the waters, which even so lapped against the floors, and had 
made of each hut a tiny island. They were inhabited by quunt - 
folk, constituting a veritable cock-tail of races. The Indian 
element predominated, but an Indian element duly baptised and 
wearing clothes. Nowhere along the main stream does one see 
anything of primeval Indian life. This has been driven back into 
the vast stretches of jungle which lie between the mainoivers or to 
the banks of the unexplored tributaries. 

Two days after entering the Amazon we could see on our ri|^t 
a series of hills, a contrast to the otherwise continuous low-lying 
swamps we had around us. These hills, known as Serra Jutahy, 
are probably connected geologically with the mountain ranges of 
the Guyanas, far away to the north ; consequently they formed 
once part of the old Guyana continent. 

It is generally supposed that the Amazon, which is to-day called 
the Ocean River, was, in times gone past, really an ocean, or in 
any case an extensive, even though shallow sea, separating three 
continents. Of these three continents, one was formed by the 
countries of the Andes to the west, another by the highlands of 
Southern and Central Brazil, and the third by the above-mentioned 
highlands of the Guyanas. 

When the Amazon was really a sea it was cut off from the 
Pacific by the moimtains of the Andean continent, but communir 
cated with the Atlantic by three channels, represented to-day by ' 
the basins of the Orinoco, the River Plate, and the Amazon proper. 
These three rivers were therefore originally part of the same great 
sea, and even at the present time there is intercommimication 
between the three river systems, the Amazon being connected 
with the Orinoco by means of the Rio Negro and the Cassiquiare, 
and with the River Plate by means of the Parana. It is therefore 
possible for a small boat to sail up the Orinoco and emerge eventu- 
ally at the mouth of the Plate.* 

The great inland sea has gradually silted up, giving rise to the 
low-lying Amazonian jungles. At the same time changes have 
taken place in the three ancient continents, which have now been 
welded into one The land to the west — the regifni of the 

^ For the conn^tion between the Orinoco and the Amason of. Dr. Hamilton 
Bice's papers in the OeoffraphiccU Journal; for the interoommimioation of the 
Amazon and the Biver Plate cl the inti^uotion to Joyoe*s Soulh Anmiean 
Arehmotogy. 
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Andes — ^has gradually risen, while in the two former continents to 
the east, an exactly opposite j^woeess has taken place. The 
Brazilian and Guyanian highlands seem to be remnants of 
! mountain coux^try older, and formerly far more imposing, than 
the Andes, whidh has now been reduced to insignificance by the 
wear and tear of age. 

This state of affairs corresponds very closely to that found in 
North America, where the mountains which lie to the east are 
older and lower than,11ie great Rocky Mountains in the west. 

After le^^ing these hills behind us we caught a brief glimpse of 
two settlements, larger and more important than most of those 
which we had seen. The first of these, Santarem, lay near the 
junction of the Amazon with the Tapajos, one of its most important 
southern tributaries. It is only natural that the Im'ger settle- 
ments have grown up at the meeting-point of rivers. Santarem was 
not particularly imposing, but there was a touch of romance about 
it — ^the romance of a lost cause. When, after the Civil War in 
the United States, the old Southern chivalry was ruined, and the 
courtly traditions of its slave-owning aristocracy were destroyed, 
several of tiie defeated Southern gentlemen, unwilling to bow 
their heads to Yankee rule, came and settled in this far-away 
comer of the Amazon. 

Their task was not an easy one. Years of toil were needed, and 
obstacles innumerable presented themselves. Some of the settlers 
returned to North America, broken in body and in spirit, but others 
held on and achieved success. The old generation is rapidly passing 
away, many of its members have already died — ^far from the land 
which they loved and for which they fought. But there sore sons 
and grandsons to carry on their ideas and their ideals, and in 
many a hut there is still to be seen the Stars and Bars ” of a 
dream that was never realized. Not infrequently underneath an 
aged and time-worn fiag are written the words of a modem and 
alien poet : 

** Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet. 

Lest we foiget, lest we forget." 

Obidos, the second settlement, was of interest for quite different 
reasons. It is here that the Amazon narrows down to a single 
channel, unobstructed by islands. Owing to its strategic position, 
the Brazilian Government has erected here a fortress to guard the 
Amazon from naval attack. This fortress, five hundred miles 
friom the mouth of the river, is the sole defence of the Amazon 
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region from foreign invasion. Hie fact is also notable that the 
effects of the ocean t^des are felt up to this point, a remarkable 
proof of the lo'tmess and levelness of the Lower Amazon Basin. 

Shortly after leaving Obidos, in the dead of night, we had a 
littie excitement, oau^ by the feet that a native fishing-boat 
tried, too late, to cross our bows, and was immediately swamped. 
But the crew were all picked up, and without more ado we steamed 
steadily on. Although we had steamed hundreds of miles up- 
stream, the riva showed no signs of diminutiem. It was as vast 
and as majestic as ever. There were still on either side.of us huge 
stretches of inundated and unbroken jungle. 

Moonli^t nights and the magic of the Amazon did not fell to 
have their effect upon our fellow-passengers. It was less than 
three weeks since we had left England, but we were now able to 
rejoice over two couples viio met for the first time on hoard ship, 
and who at this time announced themselves engaged (and high 
time, too, snorted Mrs. Grundy). One was a youngish couple, ot 
which the man was going up to ^tant Iquitos to make his fortune. 
The other was more truly romantic, for the man was a retired 
colonel of sixty and his blushing bride-to-be was a siren of at 
least forty-five summers. 

But all of us, even those who were not fortunate enough to get 
engaged, mellowed under the glamour of our surroundings. One 
thinks of the Amazon in terms of heat, fevers, and mosquitoes. 
Later on, 1 was destined to have more than my fair share of 
these, but on the decks of the great ocean liner we travelled in 
luxury and at ease. We had all of the charm and none of the 
unpleasantness of a voyage in tropical waters. 

At last we came to a most important landmark — ^the junction 
of the Amazon and Negro Rivers. The Negro is the largest 
tributary to enter the Amazon from the north. In fact, so 
important is this tributary that tlie Brazilians only give the 
name Amazon to the main river after its junction with this 
stream, terming the higher waters of the Amazon the Solimoes, 

The junction of the two rivers presents a beautiful spectacle. The 
Amazon is a muddy brown, while the waters of the Negro, as its 
name implies, although exceedingly pure and clear, are of so dark 
a hue as to appear almost black. The beautiful waters of the 
Negro are swallowed up by the main river, but the point of junction 
is as clearly marked as a plumb line. For s(»ne extraordinary 
reason fish are exceedingly plentiful just at this point, and they 
ccone so close to the surface of the water that huge shoals of them 
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could be seen from the deck of the ship as we passed into the 
Negro. 

Equally noticeable were the Amazonian dolphins, which seemed 
io find pleasure in racing right along the deavage line of the 
waters. The presence of the dolphins was another reminder of 
the seadike nature of the Amazon, for, with the exception of one 
spedes which inhabits the Ganges, these curious animals are 
only to be found in the great oceans. There are three distinct 
types of dolphins found in the Amazon. None of them is ever 
speared by;^e fishermen, as catching them is supposed to bring 
bad luck ; one spedes is regarded by the natives as the demon of 
the waters. 
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1 

D eparting from tbe main stream, we Reamed up 
the black waters of the Negro for an hour and at last 
came in sig^t of our immediate goal, the city of Manaos, 
where Mknnling, my camera man, and I were to disem* 
bark and make final preparatim^ for our journey into the interior. 

Brazilians love to call Manaos the jewel lost in the wilderness. 
It is the capital of the enormous state of Amazonas, which contaim 
Hie greater part of the whole Amazon Ba^ within its ample bosom. 
To the simple dwellers in the interior Manaos is the capital of 
the world. Its very name talees us back to the legends of old, for 
though Manaos was named after the tribe of Indians called Manao 
or Manoa, who formerly inhabited its site, Manoa was also the 
capital of Uie fabled country of £1 Dorado, which was supposed to 
exist in the Amazon Basin, and to find which so many explorers of 
old saodBced their lives. The stories tell us that Manoa was a great 
city, ftdl of palaces, built of stones riveted with silver, and tiled 
with plates of gold. 

Under the cold light shed by modem geographical research the 
legend of El Dorado has died away. But in view of the great 
potentialities of Amazonas, it may be that, in the future, the 
modem Manaos may rival the dream eity of the past. However, 
in its present a.spcct Manaos does not remind one of dreams and of 
legends. It is startlingly modem and progressive. One has onl} 
to walk half a mile beyond the city to be caught in the primeval 
jungle, unmapped and unexplored — ^no one in the city knows what 
lies in the forest some twenty miles away — but Manaos wishes to 
forget the mystery of her surroundings and the charm of her 
tropical setting. She prefers to be a little Paris. 

The city is full of flamboyant modern buildings. Motor-cars 
rush through its crowded streets. The “ city lost in the jungle " 
is provided with telephones and electric light, and instead of 
brooding over the mystery of the forest primeval, its inhabitants 
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spend their evenings in witnessing the latert exploits of ** Doug 
nod “ Mary.'* The peofllf ^ Ifenaos are in keeping with the 
modmk appearaoee cd the S3l^. Thoe are &r fewer negroes, far 
fewer “ types ” dressed in outlandish fashion than in Pard. The 
citiaens are, for the most part, either “ Brazilian ” (i.e. Pmiuguese) 
or an admixture of Bnudlian with the aborigines. But even the 
mixtures have borrowed the clothes^ the habits, the ideas, and 
the language of PcnrtugaL The women are dressed in the latest 
-Paris gowns, and painted and powdered in approved Paris fashion. 
The averam man is far more fashionably dressed than in England, 
and if the Oxford trousm have made little inroad, at least more 
than one of the young men of Manacw has learned the ime of rouge 
and lipstick. 

It was difficult for me to believe that 1 was in the capital of a 
state two-thirds of which iv unexplored, a state containing thou- 
sands of wild naked savages. Some of these savages sweep down 
in the jungle to within forty miles of Manaos, but -were one to 
appear in the streets of the city, be would attract almost as much 
attention as in London. 

I had even to remind myself that I was in the tropics, for though 
the temperature was decidedly warm (an average ot about 85 
degrees Fahrenheit), it refused to be equatorial. All the good 
school books tell us that a damp heat is more unbearable than a 
dry heat, but although Manaos lies -within three degrees of the 
Equator, and its air reeks with the moisture soaked up i^m the 
rivers and swamps, the heat 1 experienced here was nothing oom- 
pared with the heat of India or Africa. The very moisture of the 
air seems to act as a screen i^inst the sun’s rays, and though sun 
iK-Imt-ts are unknown, there is no recordt-d case of sunstroke. 

Many of the men I saw wore, indeed, straw hats, but there were 
an equal number content with ordinary felt hats, and dark clothes 
seemed to be as common as ducks or drills. 

No — at first sight there was nothing of romance abotit Manaos, 
except the romance which attends tlie building of a modem city 
in the heart of the unexplored jungles, but I was soon to find 
many examples of the quaint and unexpected. Hovering over 
the town were thousands of wruMta, or Amazonian vultures, which 
no one was allowed to shoot, as they were the universal scavengers 
and street cleaners, forming the only substitute for a municipal 
sanitary department. The gardens of tlie private houses even were 
crowded with other strange birds which have their habitat only in 
the Amazon Basin — aigrettes, with their marvellously delicate 
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fbathew ; duck-bUb, cuzious anipe with daws i& the behd <tf IMV 
wings, 1^ raucous-voiced parrots, who swore strange entluk M 
aU passors-by. 

Above all, there was the buUsdng, blustering pr Ama- 

xonian heron, who not only lorded it over all the .other birds, but 
tried to bulldose any stray human who invaded bb precinct, I 
saw one Jaribu left in charge of an infimt, and a very useful nurse 
he was, for not cmly did he keep all larger intnalers away, but he 
soon gobbled up any mosquito or other insect which came too near 
the sleeping child. 

Even amongst the people of Manaos I was to find a romantic 
attitude towards life which was not a little startling. On dis* 
onbarking, we went to the one hotel in the city (needless to say, 
it was called the Grand Hotel), but the extreme dirtiness of the 
room into which I was shown made me ask very mildly that things 
be cleaned up a bit. Whereupon the proprietor flared up, declared 
that he had been insulted, and refused to allow me or Mannling to 
stay in the hotel at all. At first it seemed that we should have to 
sleep in the streets that night, as the only other possible habitation, 
the Pension, was already crowded out. But at last I persuaded 
its proprietress to allow us to share an out-room with two of her 
servants imtil better quarters could be provided. 

Donna Amalia, the proprietress, was worthy of a book all to 
herself. Hailing originally from somewhere in the Balkan hinter- 
land, she had seen much of life in many aspects and in many lands. 
She had forgotten her Mother tongue, whatever that might have 
been, but she had picked up a smattering of twenty others. She 
had acquired and shed husbands as she had acquired and sited 
languages, casually and carelessly. Her present spouse, a retired 
Brazilian sea-captain, had been meaning to marry her officially for 
years, but Donna Amalia had forgotten whetlier her divorce fiom 
her previous husband had been completed, and so she preferred 
to remain as she was. She and the captain had entered upon the 
eve of life, and it seemed probable that they would go on as they 
were until the end. 

Though Donna Amalia’s position was a trifle ambiguous, she 
was everywhere respected and admired. She had a tongue that 
could sting like a hornet, but a heart of gold, and being childless, 
had adopted two or three starving wails and strays. It was 
whispered that in ancient days she had conducted establidiments 
of a looser kind, but her present pension was a bulwark of respec- 
tability. While we were there, one of the maids thought of running 
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away with an already much'niMTied roan, [hut after Donna Amalia 
had given h« underling an hour’s sound advice, to say nothing of 
a black eye, the girl decided to continue her life of dull respec* 
tability. 

The guests were almost as interesting as the lady of the house. 
Amongst them were some of the highest state officials, including 
the Chief of Police, a mighty man in this part of the world, and 
the Federal Interventor or Military Governor of Amazonas, who 
preferred to use his<palaoe merely as an office and to trust himself 
to Donna Afualia’s care and cocd^g. 

Being possessed of several letters of introductkm, I introduced 
m3rself to His Excellent, and we were soon on very friendly terms. 
He was kind enough to render my little party many services in the 
days which followed. The presence of the Interventor, a sort of 
Military Dictator, in place of the usual State Governor, was an 
aftermath of a revolution through which Manaos had passed 
during the preceding year. Even in the wilds of the jungle, 
the South American likes to keep up his revolutions and other 
frolics. 

For a number of years the state of Amazonas had been doini* 
nated by a rather corrupt and inefficient, but powerful, political 
machine. When, quite independently, a revolution broke out in 
the extreme south of Brazil, which occupied all the attention of 
the Central Government, the good citizens of Manaos thought that 
would be a fine time to have a political holiday. They stormed 
the barracks, put the garrison to flight, imprisoned the Governor ; 
then their new leaders proceeded to dole out the offices of state 
amongst themselves. 

The revolution was quite a gentlemanly affair. There was more 
flag-waving and spee^-making than bloodshed, and everyone 
seemed content. But things took a different turn when the 
Federal Cfovemment, in spite of its distractions elsewhere, managed 
to send a couple of gunboats up the river, recaptured the “ impr^- 
nable ” fortress of Obidos, which the revolutionaries in their turn 
had seized, and eventually trained their guns on the city of Manaos 
itself. 

Most of the citizens, having had their fair share of fun, promptly 
de-revolutionized themselves, and hid away their rifles for use on 
some more auspicious occasion. The leaders, thus deserted, were 
soon captured and imprisoned. But the Federal Government 
wisely decided not to reinstate the old Governor, and appointed a 
Federal Interventor to rule over the state until things should 
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have nonnalized themselves. The old Governor fled to Ewope, 
and as he had not paid any salaries for some time bodlblf his 
deposition, he took with him a tidy sum, whidh he spent later in 
Paris. 

The Interventor was a man of very different type from the 
politician whom he succeeded. Although stem and strict, he was 
scrupulously honest, and I foui|d that the administration of the 
whole state of Amazonas was rapidly being reorganized on a much 
sounder basis than had hitherto been the case. 

Manaos served as our headquarters fmr about a mon^l), as it took 
some time to get my outfit together, and I wished to acclimatize 
myself as far as possiUe before starting out for the Unknown. 
During this time I had occasion to see a good deal of various 
aspects of Brazilian life. I was interested to see how strong was 
the line of demarcation between the Brazilians (even those of 
pore Portuguese descent) end the Portuguese who in the last 
few years have come over to the New World. The difference 
between the two types is in a way the same as between the 
English and the Americans, but, with extraordinary contrariness, 
the Brazilian is the counterpart of the Englishman, and the 
Portuguese of the American. 

This distinction holds good even as regards language. The 
Brazilian speaks a more suave, polished, and a longer-winded form 
of Portuguese than does his cousin from Portugal, who is blunter, 
“ snappier,” and more to the point. The Brazilian is more lacka- 
daisical, more given to little details of politeness. He claims to be 
more cultured. The Portuguese is more direct and businesslike. 
He is a harder worker, though (and here the parallel between 
England and America no longer holds good) he is generally dirtier 
than the Brazilian, who, for the most part, is scrupulously clean. 

As Manaos is the chief city and capital of the state of Ama- 
zonas, most of the exports and imports of the whole Amazon 
Basin passes through its hands. But I was surprised to see 
how little personal contact the educated man in Manaos has 
with the interior. The Manaos merchant buys the goods which 
are brought down the river by the half-breed pioneers and exports 
them to Europe, but he seldom or never dares to go into the 
interior himself. To him the upper reaches of the river are full 
of all the terror of the Unknown, strange diseases, wild savages, 
and the terrors of the jungle. Hence my attempts to secure an 
educated young Brazilian who would go with me through the 
une3q>lored territory proved fruitless. 
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But at least 1 was able to see something of the wealth which 
passes through the city on its way from the jungle to the outer 
world. As yet, very few of the valuable products of the forests 
have been exploited. Ifany of them are still scarcely known to 
the outside world. Amongst the few things which are already 
exported in large quantities are rubber, balata, Braail nuts, ivory 
nuts, and puusaba. 

Rubber, as is well known, is indigenous to the Amazon Basin. 
Only in the last few decades have the seeds been taken from 
their home*%nd planted in the plantations of the Far East. In 
quality the Amazonian rubber still ranks higher than any other. 
The usefulness of baUUa has only been discovered in the last few 
years. Like rubber, balata is tapped from trees, but it has a dif- 
ferent consistency, and resembles a cross between rubber, leather, 
and flexible wood. 

The Brazil nut is also an indigenous product of the Amazon. 
Enormous quantities are gathered during the wet season (from 
December to June — ^rubber can only be collected during the dry 
season) and shipped abroad — ^for the Brazilian seems to think that 
Brazil nuts are fit only for pigs — and for foreigners. The ivory 
nut is one of the anomalies of Nature. It is similar in size and 
shape to the chestnut, and during its green stage can be, and 
frequently is, eaten, but when it reaches maturity it is almost as 
hard as ivory, and can only be cut by special machines. From 
these nuts are manufactured some of the best buttons in use. 

Piassaba, a type of brush, is also in great demand for export, 
'as it is made into first-class ropes and brooms, but, as might be 
expected, the Manaos housewife prefers to buy cheap brooms 
imported from America. 

it was while I was in Manaos that I was introduced to guarana, the 
favourite drink of the Amazon region. Guarana is made from a hard 
berry found only near the little settlement of Manes, lower down 
the river. The export of the seeds is strictly prohibited by law. 
The berries are ground down into powder, from which the guarana 
infusion is made. In most cases it is taken with soda water, and 
resembles a pinkish ginger ale, or the American eoca-eola. But 
guarana contains not only tannin, the essence of tea, and cafieine, 
the essence of coffee, but has a special guaranine essence td! its 
own. The drink is not only extremely stimulating and refreshing, 
but very palatable as well, and I was surprised that no enterprising 
capitalist had attempted to put it on the world market. 

While our oui^t was gradually being assembled, I managed from 
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time to ftiiim to slip away from Manaos and malm iM99«i)al lAintt 
exeursioiui % motor-boat to various places in tbc n«i|^hboikj^^ 
Cto one d these excursions 1 was afforded an interesi^f i»oof of 
hoW litde known the Amazon region realfy is. Quite by accident 
I oante upon a tributary of considerable siae a few milet down the 
nudn stream which is not marked (m any of the existing maps. 
There are numerous huge backwaters and lakes on both sides of 
the main river, joined up with the main river by one or more 
naxtow channels. We made oiir way up several of ihese lakes, 
and flowing into one of them (situated near the ishSid of Eva) 
we came across a large stream, with water even larger than that 
of the Bio Negro, and which, Judging from its breadth, must be 
hundreds of miles long. 

We followed this river upstream for several miles. At one 
place we came upon a number of curiously carved and painted 
stones, and nearby the vestiges of an old native settlement of very 
considerable dimensions, showing traces of advanced cuitture, but 
of the people who had left these traces of their handiwork there 
was no sign. They had, no doubt, made their way many miles 
further up the river, or else had been overtaken by some sudden 
calamity and annihilated. Even tradition knows nothing about 
them. It was on the banks of this river that I saw large out- 
croppings of coal, which proved of very good quality, thoujd^ 
leaving a good deal of ash. The finding of coal in this part of the 
world was very curious, and proved that at one very early period 
the great inland sea of former times must have been cut off at 
this point from the Atlantic Ocean by a huge jungle-bearing shoal, 
the decaying trees of which have in this way been preserved to 
us. No doubt the gradual rising of the land in other parts of the 
Amazon Basin caused the dammed-up water to break through 
once more to the sea. 

It was on another of these little expeditions that I got my first 
taste of Amazonian fishing. In another of the lakes lying to the 
north of the main river, but in this case several miles upstream, 
near the little settlement of Manacapuru, I found a veritable 
anglers' paradise. Although a poor fisherman at the best of times, 
I managed, in seventeen minutes by watch, to catch twenty-eight 
fish, with an ordinary hook and line. 

In this same lake are found in great numbers three of the most 
interesting species of the dwellers in the Amazonian waters, and 
1 was able to see how the native fishermen set about catching 
them. One of the “ fish " in question was the mmoH, or aca-cow 
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(Port. Pebce Boi), really a river mammal, wbidi averages about 
six feet in length, with huge flappers and a snout, reminding one 
very strongly of its bovine namesake. Owii^ to its peculiar 
colouring, it is almost invisible in the wat^, and in addition, it is 
possessed of very acute senses of si^t, smell, and hearing, so that 
it is a very difficult animal to catdb. I found that even the natives 
were only able to secure one by stampeding it into a large trap 
placed near the entrance to one of the side streams. 

Equally interesting was the pworueu, the largest of idl the 
Amazonianafishes. Several of the specimens I saw caught weij^ed 
over three hundred pounds. The catching of each such fish 
caused a good deal of excitement. Hook and line were out of the 
question. An expert fisherman stood in the prow of the canoe 
■holding a spear attached to a rope in his hand. When at last a 
pirarucu was seen in the clear waters below, he let fly with his 
spear, and the huge fish was fairly caught in the back. But the 
animal was by no means done for. He bolted away across the 
lake with such an impetus that the whole boat to which the other 
end of the rope was tied was carried along for half a mile at what 
seemed to be lightning speed. Then the great fish tmmed and 
twisted and made huge circles, carrying the boat along with him 
until at the end of half an hour he was exhausted and could 
gradually be drawn in, and his struggles ended by a terrific blow 
on the head from an iron bar. 

I was especially impressed, however, by the savage little pfrmthtt 
fish, known as the cannibal of the waters, becausc'with his sharp 
'little teeth he tears everything to pieces. We threw the carcass 
of a sheep into the lake, and this disappeared entirely in two and 
a half minutes under their savage attack. Even the skeleton was 
not safe from their teeth. It was obvimis that swimming in such 
waters is more than an idle pasrime, and two of the fishermen 
who accompanied us showed me the results of piranha Intes. 
One of the men had lost a toe and the other a finger. Unfortunately 
these little fish usually swarm together in large numbers, and 
unless their victim is able to get out of the water immediately, he 
is torn to pieces in a few moments. These piranha fish even hit 
through the copper wire to which I had attached the hook, so 
that it took some time before 1 could catch a specimen. At last, 
however, 1 learned the trick of pulling in inunediately there was 
a bite, so that the fish did not have time to snap at the line, and 1 
was fortunate enough to secure specimens of an entirely new 
spedes of this curious little creature. 
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The piranhtu were not the only dangers hulcuig in the wfAiiis. 
At various parts of the river, and more particularly in the lillkWfl, 
iiiUci saw enormous numbers of crocodiles. In many ca«Ml« IMee 
reptiles rose up to the surface of the water aS we apptoidiMd In 
order to peer at our boat. At Manaoapum I eount^ mote than 
a hundred at one time, and there must have been el least tiluiee 
times that number. As long as we kept to the boat there was 
little to fear from these brutes, though the wild lashings of One 
of the crocodiles we had wounded very neaxfy upset our little 
craft, and once in the water we should ha?e had«a vory bad 
time of it. It was by no means easy to capture one of these 
creatures, in spite of their siae and their proadmity, as our short 
shot'guns had seemingly no effect on them, and even the bullets 
from our rifles glanc^ off, for the most part, firom their thick 
hides. One point in the neck and another near the eyes seemed 
weaker than the rest of the armour, and it was cnily after we bad 
learned to shoot at these that we managed to add two or three of 
the reptiles to the collection. 

On one occasion I was the witness of a tragedy caused by these 
creatiures. On the way back frenn Manacapuru, we stopp^ at a 
tiny settlement where one of my boatmen had a hut. During our 
stay there one of his children, a boy of about fourteen, who 
was bathing in the river, suddenly gave a shriek, and was dragged 
under the water. Several men rushed to his rescue, but he never 
appeared again. In all probability he was carried away by one 
of the crocodiles. 

Once back in Manaos, I was soon able to complete all the necessary 
preparations for the expedition. Money woidd 1^ utterly useless when 
we got really into the wilderness, so that I had to secure huge 
quantities of goods for barter. Foodstujffo were also a necessary 
consideration, for in many parts of the jungle food is absolutely 
unobtainable. Finally came the problem of servants, for, although 
I hoped to secure porters and canoe men from the Indian tribes 
through which we passed, it was advisable to have a small group 
of men who would do the whole journey with us and upon 
whom I could rely in case we had any trouble witii the 
natives. 

It proved far more difficult to get men to go along than I had 
supposed, owing to the dread of the jungle which seems to fill the 
hearts of most of the citizens of Manaos, and I had to fall back 
on men of a rougher sort, half-breeds and cahodos, or civilized 
Indians, who bad learned to take life as it came. It is men 
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of this ty]>e tdio act as pioneera in the opening up of the jungle 
and who, in general, serve as intermediaries between Manaos and 
the wilds. 

Eventually I tucked out two men and a boy. One of the men 
was a Venezuelan who had made his own country too hot for him, 
and who had fled to the Amazon region several years previously. 
He was to act as general fcureman to fhe party and to see that my 
orders were carried out. He had changed his name several times 
in the course of his wanderings, but was most commonly known 
by a name sKit of his own choosing, namely “ the scorpion.” The 
other man, a hideous, faithful, and simple'mmded ctAodo named 
Joaquim, was to act as oo<dt, though I had been warned that his 
cooking was decidedly at a jungly nature. The boy, a quick* 
witted, cheeky youngster, was to act as a jaekHof^'trades, 
though as a principal duty he was to carry and generally nurse 
the cameras and the scientific instruments. He was the proud 
possessor six names, given him in honour of various historical 
worthies, but I dubbed him Pequeneno (“little one”), 4ad 
Pequeneno he remained. 

The Customs House at Manaos gave me a great deal of trouUe, 
and very considerably delayed our departure for the interior. The 
Customs charges in Brazil are absur^y high. In most oases one 
pays in Customs dues twice the total retail value of the article. 
For this reason it was to cost me well over a hundred pounds in 
order to clear even the few things which I had brought wilh me 
from England. The Interventor was kind enou^ to wire to the 
‘ Federal Minister of Finance at Rio de Janeiro, asking that in my 
case the Customs duty be waived, in view of the scientific dbaracter 
of the expedition. 

For weeks I waited in vain for an answer. The next day a 
little river steamer was to start out up the Rio Negro, the next 
stage of our journey. Another would not leave until a month 
later. Rather than be delayed another month, on the very day 
of departure, at ten o’clock, I went down to the Custmns House 
and paid the money demanded in order to secure my boxes. 
Scarcely an hour later, the answer came back from the ciqdtal, 
stating that my things were to be allowed in free 111 I hastened 
down to the Customs and tried to get the money refimded. But 
the sum had been entered up in the books, and I wm told I had to 
make a lung oflBcial appeal in order to secure repayment. Being 
of Scotch descent, 1 did not fail to do so, but although a year and 
a half has elapsed since then, the appeal is still going the rounds of 
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the hi^er officials, and not a penny has been xetuiffedi. Hpw 
typical ot all bureaucracies. 

^ut ai least 1 was now able to start out on the next stage of 
the journey, which in a way was to be the real beginning of the 
expedition. In the Ansazon Basin, imexplored jungle is not 
difficult to find. It lies around cm every side, but one particular 
field of research had long caught my fancy. The North>west 
Amazon Bashi, the district lying between the Rio Negro and the 
main Amazon stream, was known to contain a wealth of wild 
primeval life. As far back as 1914, Sir Everard inw>Thum, the 
famous anthropologist, emphasized the importance of studying 
this region and declared it to be less known than any other equal 
area of the stuface of the globe.^ This is undoubtedly true, in 
spite of the extraordinarily valuable work done by Dr. Hamilton, 
Bice, Koch, Grunberg, and Captain Whitten in isolated parts of 
the region. 

I was determined to carry on in a very humble way the 
work initiated by these men, although I was fully aware of 
the enormous difficulties which lay before me. The people in 
Manaos were particularly pessimistic about our prospects. I was 
told again and again that the obstacles which lay in the way of a 
journey through the forests were insuperable, and that, moreover, 
we should certainly be killed by the savage tribes through which 
we should have to pass. But in spite of these Job’s Comforters, 
I was determined to go on as far as possible, and trust to luck 
to bring us through safely. 

1 knew that the first part of the further journey, in any case, 
could be got over writhout much difficulty, as the little river 
steamer was to carry us as far as Santa Isabel, some four hundred 
and twenty miles further up the Rio Negro. Along each of the 
main tributaries of the Amazon there is a stretch of semi* 
civilized territory, kept in touch with Hanaos by means of little 
steamers subsidized by the Government. Beyond the last port of 
oaU» usually marked by a cataract or rapids, there is a further 
stretch of river bank, which might be called the Pioneer country, 
very sparsely settled by a small number of adventurous spirits 
who work the district for rubber. Beyond this region, and every* 
where in the surrounding jungle, there is the great Unknown. 

The river steamer was to take us up the Rio Negro to the 
Pioneer country. After that we were' to fend for ourselves. 

* 0«ognpkkiit JourtKd, 1914, p. 184. 
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THfe BIVEE OF VANISKED OLOBY 

W l!i eventually departed on July ftrd. We were due to 
start at 10 a.m., but knowing local custom, I did not 
turn up at the wharf until noon, and then learned that 
we were not to leave until sunset. In reality, it was 
long after midnight before we at last got under way — ^but “ pa- 
ciencia ” is something one soon learns in this part of the woiid. 

Once free of the harbour, we started on our long journey up- 
stream. Opposite Manaos, the Rio Negro is about four mites 
broad, but when we awoke on the following morning we had 
reached a point where the river had widened out very considerably 
and measured more than fifteen miles from bank to bank. It gave 
the appearance of a veritable sea containing an archipelago of 
islands. At this point and at many others the Negro is far 
broader than the upper waters of the main Amazon sfream. 

Violent wind storms are by no means infrequent. These give 
rise to huge and dangerous waves, which are much feared even by 
experienced navigators, and from time to time even the larger 
river steamers are lost in these Amazonian gales. The aftermath 
of a storm which we just escaped caused us to rock and roll about 
far more than we had ever done on the long journey across the 
Atlantic. 

This river storm was rendered all the more weird by the black- 
ness of the waves, which came towards us like the grasping hands 
of some demon of the deep. In the Amazon Basin the words 
“ light and dark water rivers *’ have a far-reaching significance, 
conveying far more than the mere colour of the stream. 

A dark water river has usually a hard resistant bed of rock or 
sand, so that the stream carries along very little sediment. The 
light water riv^s, on the other hand, pass through clayey, 
muddy regions and become charged with sediment, which gives 
them a muddy appearance. Paradoxically enou^ a light water 
river is dirty, and a dark water river u dean. 

43 
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The two types of rivers have also quite different contours. A 
dark water river tends to run in a fairly straight line, while a 
light water river is usually characterized by twists and turns, 
frequently bordered by lakes. Most of the light water rivers run 
through lands of recent origin, geologically speaking. The dark 
water rivers flow through stony land of great antiquity. 

The Rio Negro is the most important example of the dark 
water rivers in the Amazon Basin, but its waters are far darker 
than can be accounted for in the above manner. Two other large 
tributaries, the Tapajos and the Xingu, the moutha^f which we 
had seen, belong to the dark water group, as they are almost 
without sediment, but their waters are without distinctive colour- 
ing. The blackness (in shallow water a reddish blackness) of the 
Negro must have a positive as well as a negative cause, but chemical 
analysis has not yet Ijecn able to discover what the cause is. 

For two days we steamed up the majestic river without coming 
to any important settlement. There was, in fact, an almost com- 
plete absence of life, for most of the aninoals kept to their forest 
fastnesses, and even fish were at this time scarce. During the wet 
season, when the banks are flooded for many miles on either side, 
the fish, and with them the alligators and the turtles, prefer to 
hide themselves in the water-covered forests. In consequence, 
during the wet season, which lasts from January to June, the 
lower reaches of the Rio Negro are a region of famine. 

Every few hours our worthy barge stopped in order to collect 
fuel for the engines. Amazonian vessels bum only wood, and 
whenever our supply of logs ran short, an event which occurred 
three or four times a day, we put in to the nearest bank and 
exacted tribute from the surroimding forest. Occasionally 
we would stop near some hut, where we foimd the trees already 
cut into suitable shape and size, but more commonly it would 
be at a point where the wilderness seemed unbroken. Some of 
the sailors would jump on shore, hack down one or two of the 
nearest trees, and split them into logs, and we could then merrily 
steam on again. Navigation in these conditions could not have 
been a particularly expensive luxury, as the trees were, of course, 
without owners, and had not tt> be paid for. 

In many ways the fwco, in whose bosom we were travelling, 
was an object worthy of study. Had we not been assured that 
steam navigation was unknown to the Incas of old, we should 
certainly have thought that our barque was a relic of the ancient 
Peruvian Empire. A back-paddler of the old type, it could only 
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slowly and wheezily push its way through the water. Every 
spare inch was crowded with cargo to pay the workers in the 
coming rubber harvest, for the workers were to be paid in goods 
and not in cash. 

The upper deck was the proud domain of the first*class pas- 
sengers, but as tliere were fifty such passengers and only four 
tiny cabins, most of us spent the entire time on the open deck. 
The after part of the deck served as a community dining-room, 
smoking-room, and lounge. It was also the chief bedroom, as at 
night hammj]g)cs (which take the place of beds all over the Amazon 
region) were stretched criss-cross in every direction. Shoes were 
pulled off, and the evening toilet was complete. The place looked 
like a menagerie. 

The lower deck really was a menagerie. There was no cabin of 
any sort, and most of the space that was not taken up by the 
engines, firewood, and cargo was occupied by the cows, pigs, 
and turtles we were taking to settlers up the river. Suspended 
between or above the various animals and the engines were the 
hammocks of the deck passengers. On one occasion two of the 
cows got into a row and succeeded in bumping my boy Pequeneno 
very neatly out of his resting-place. 

We had only one pilot to guide our course, and he, poor man, 
had such long hours, that I was scarcely surprised to see him once 
fast asleep while on duty. The sailor at the wheel, who knew the 
river well, did not trouble to waken him. 

In spite of sleeping pilots and general wheeziness, we continued 
.to nmke progress. On the third day we crawled into Moura. It 
was a drab enough little place — a collection of mud-plastered huts 
with thatched roofs, but it was famous because of the fact that 
not many years ago it had to stand a serious siege. 

Almost opposite Moura, on the left bank of the Rio Negro, is 
the mouth of the little explored Rio Jauapcry, which was, and 
still is, inhabited by tribes of mj^terious, pugnacious, and re- 
putedly cannibalistic Indians. Living as they did on a side stream, 
they were left unconquered by the advancing Brazilian colonists. 
Various attempts to exploit the river ended in disaster. But the 
natives were so alarmed at the coming of the whites that they 
swept down in their war canoes upon Moura and tried to wipe 
out the whole settlement. 

The little colony of whites was, in fact, forced to abandon the 
settlement, and to take refuge on an island in the river, where 
they maintained a hot defence. News of the attack spread down to 



46 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

Manaos, and it is said that the citizens of that proud metropolis 
shook in their shoes lest they, too, be subject to an Indian raid. 
Eventually reinforcements were sent up the river. After hot 
fighting, the settlers were relieved and the Indians driven back to 
their native jungles. 

Since this time these tribes have never again ventured upon so 
bold an attack, but they arc still far from subdued. I was told 
that even in the last three years several rubber men who had 
ventured into their territory had been killed. 

Two or three hours after leaving Moura we canu}i4(^ the mouth 
of the Rio Branco, or White River, the largest of the Rio Negro’s 
tributaries. Its light colour was in marked contrast to the black- 
ness of the mother stream. In its lower part it is bounded by 
vast regions of swamp containing many curious forms of birds 
and other animal life, but, for the most part, it has as yet been 
impossible to collect these on account of the terrible fevers which 
haunt this particular zone. 

Higher up the Branco is not only perfectly healthy, so I was 
told, but it is also one of the few places in the Amazon Basin 
where European settlement on a large scale could take place. 
The thick jungle disappears — no one knows why — ^giving place to 
open plains, useful for cattle breeding. The natives of this region 
bring down to the outpost stations, from time to time, diamonds 
and gold dust. I saw specimens of both, which our pilot had 
secured in some roundabout way, and certainly they seemed to 
prove that the region contains great hidden wealth. But this 
wealth must be well hidden, since the well-organized and well- 
equipped Rice expeditions saw nothing of it. 

We stayed only an hour or two in the waters of the Branco, 
but even this fleeting visit left its mark. The next day several of 
the passengers were down with fever, and as there was, of course, 
no medical man on board, I had to open up the well-filled medical 
chest which Messrs. J. D. Riedel had given me and try myself to 
render aid. 

This brought me into close touch with my fellow-passengers. 
They were a curious collection. There were several monks and 
nuns on their way to the missions fay up the river. There were 
one or two pioneers of pure white descent who were on their way 
back to “ the verge of beyond.” Many of the other passengers 
were half-castes, with hard-seared features, freelajiees, ruthless, 
and dauntless in the search after rubber. Most curious of nlf 
were two or three Turkish traders- peddlers of all imaginable 
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things to the colonists and natives of the outlying settlements. 
The lower deck contained, for the most part, natives of almost 
pure Indian extraction, men who had nearly forgotten their ancient 
freedom of the jungles and who had become wage slaves of the 
white man in return for a pair of cotton trousers and an iron knife. 

The journey on the “ Inca ” gave me further opportunity to 
accustom myself to Brazilian food. The Brazilian, like most 
continental Europeans, eats practically no breakfast. He contents 
himself with coffee and a roll smear^ with the worst butter in 
the world. u eleven o’clock comes almoco, or breakfast, the 
principal meal of the day. So much food is tucked away that it 
is generally necessary to sleep off some of the effects. One awakes 
at two to have afternoon coffee. At five o’clock comes jantar, 
another heavy meal, followed at eight by evening coffee. Shortly 
after this the human constitution, refusing to be further stuffed, 
is put to rest. 

Rioe and beans formed the staple article on our menu. Equally 
common was farinha — ^literally floiur, but in this case the meal 
made from the poisonous mandioka root. The secret of extracting 
the poison and preparing the meal was learned from the Indians 
—farinha is a food with a romantic history, but to the inex- 
perienced palate tastes like sawdust. 

Fresh meat was scarce. Our living provender on the lower deck 
was loo valuable to be given to the passengers, so we had to 
content ourselves with dried meat, came secca, which was of a 
consistency that rendered it more suitable for hammering over 
leaks in the boats than for human consumption. As occasional treats 
we were fed with the flesh of the cow-fish, and of the tartaniga, 
or Amazonian turtle. The cow-fish tasted like very greasy and 
rather coarse beef, but I found the flesh of the turtle extremely 
appetizing. I was astounded to find that it smacked of turkey. 

Although the Amazon Basin is an angler’s paradise, it was very 
seldom that we were given fresh fish. To the Amazonian mind it 
would have been too much trouble to secure fresh supplies each 
day, so that we were fed at each meal on salted piranteu. 
Catching one of these huge monsters is one of the finest sports in 
existence, but as an article of diet the pirarucu was far from enjoy- 
able : it savoured too much of rancid soap. But I was soon forced 
to become on expert in pirarucu eating, learning to detect it in 
various guises. We had it broiled, boiled, baked, fried, raw, and 
in various intermediary stages, no one of which seemed better 
than the others. 
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At last we came to the little settlement of Barcellos, the very 
picture of a jungle tragedy. In the old days of Portuguese rule. 
Barcellos was the capital of the whole province of Amazonas, 
History would have us believe that it was a city of villas and 
palaces, churches and courts of justice. Here came chiefs of 
powerful tribes to deliver tribute. Haughty cavaliers and high- 
born ladies thronged its streets. 

It is hard to believe the tale. The glory of former days has 
completely vanished. The jungle, jealous of intrusion, has had 
its vengeance. Strange tropical maladies killecli^fi the early 
settlers. The very buildings have been lost to view in the new 
growth of the forests. The covered-up ruins serve only as a lair 
for jaguars and for bats. Barcellos is now but a miserable collection 
of huts. 

We are told that in the old days there were many plantations 
on the Rio Negro where coffee, sugar, cotton, and anil were grown. 
These too have completely disappeared. The scanty population 
of to-day prefers to eke out a hand-to-mouth existence by tapping 
the rubber trees which Nature has produced, rather than plant 
and cultivate. The Amazon Basin could increase its rubber crop 
a thousand-fold if only rubber trees were planted and cared for. 
All of the rubber plantations of the Ekist were started with shoots 
brought from the Amazon. The Amazon has a climate and soil 
more fitted for rubber than any other region, and yet in the natural 
growth of the jungle there may be a mile or two between the 
rubber trees, from which the settlers secure their living. 

But to establish plantations requires too much time, and too 
much energy. Above all, it would need too much labour, and this 
is what the Amazon most lacks. The early explorers tell us that 
even the banks of the main rivers were thickly populated with 
Indians, and for this reason, in the early plantations there was 
little scarcity of native labourers. But if the jungles proved fatal 
to the white man, the white man proved fatal to the native. 
Thousands upon thousands of Indians died soon after coming into 
contact with European civilization, and even to-day the coming 
of the white pioneers seems to spell death to the wild tribes of 
the inner jungle. 

From the anthropological standpoint, it is interesting to observe 
which native peoples can stand contact with the white man and 
which can not. For the most part, it seems to be a matter of 
previous culture rather than of race. It would seem to be the 
law that when the white man comes into permanent contact 
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with a people of very simple culture, that people is doomed to 
extinction, but that when a native people has already produced a 
higlfly organized civilization of its own, the people continue to 
exist even when the older civilization is destroyed. 

Neither India, China, nor Japan, three countries of ancient 
culture, seems to be in any danger of “ racial extermination,” but 
the Manchurians, Mongolians, and Tibetans, with a lower indi- 
genous cultvire, show- much less resistant powers. The South Sea 
Islanders and the primitive inhabitants of Australia, with still 
simpler cultujvl organization, seem utterly unable to withstand 
contact with Europeans. 

The same rule holds true for America. Although all of the 
primitive inhabitants of both North and South America are 
supposed to belong to one racial group, there is a marked difference 
between various sections as regards “ the will to live.” In Mexico, 
and in the countries which once formed part of the Inca Empire, 
the natives evolved a high culture of their own. In spite of 
the strong yoke imposed upon them by the Spaniards, the bulk 
of the population in these countries remains aboriginal, even 
though the native stock has had an admixture of white and 
negro strains. 

The primitive Indian tribes of North America, on the other 
hand, together with the equally primitive inhabitants of the 
Argentine plains and of the jungle of the Amazon, seem to be 
affected with a fatal blight as soon as the white man settles 
amongst them. The Indians of North America and of the Argentine 
have almost disappeared, and though many thousands of Indians 
still roam the Amazonian jungles, it is only because European 
settlers have not yet come amongst them. 

There is, of course, a striking exception to the rule. The 
negroes continue to thrive and to multiply, in spite of the contact 
with the white man, even when they are transplwted to alien soil, 
a curious fact which has brought about the peculiar problem with 
which several American countries, especially the United States, 
cue faced. Brazil has a huge negro population, but in the old 
slavery days comparatively few negroes were brought to the 
Amazon, and with the gradual dying out of the Indians when 
placed on plantation work, there is a crying demand in the region 
for a population which can stand physical labom* imder equatorial 
conditions. The Amazon Basin is a potential paradise lying 
fallow for want of capable hands. 

As the Interventor in Manaos had provided me with letters to 
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various persons on the way, I was able to see something of the 
“ social ” life at Barcellos. I was much struck by the almost 
Oriental position occupied by the women here and at all of the 
other settlements we visited. One was expected to say good 
afternoon to the lady of the house, but it was considered indelicate 
to carry on a conversation with her. Although our hostess was 
well provided with servants, etiquette required that she wait 
personally at table on her husband and his guests. Her own meal 
she ate witli the children afterwards. 

Although the majority of the inhabitants weregaf pure Indian 
extraction, tlierc was at first little to remind one of this fact, 
apart from the quaint colour and shape of the faces. Portuguese 
was the only language spoken — ^but I was to see that a strange 
and unexpected world was hidden under the surface. 

On the evening of our arrival a great festival was to be held. 
During the dajdime both men and women were content with 
fairly rough-and-ready clothes. But for tlu* festa, every one, high 
and low, Brazilian and aborigine, turned out in a fashion which 
would have done credit to Manaos. Dusky maidens, to whom 
Europe was only a vague idea, and whose grandfathers had been 
naked savages, adorned Iheniselves with tortoise-shell combs and 
high-heeled shoes — and coquetted in a way worthy of a high 
lady of the t'ourt of Louis Quatorze. 

Music struck up and the dancing began. At first only one-steps 
and waltzes were danced to tunes droned out by violins and flutes. 
In an alcove was an altar with images of the Holy Saints — but 
the alcove was screened off by a sheet so that the Holy Ones 
sliould not see thc' frivolity of tlieir devot(>(>s. Later the curtain 
was pulled aside and a curious little religious service was per- 
formed. There were no priests, and the service was but thc wail- 
ing chant of a people calling softly upon the invisible powers of 
the heavens. 

Eerie and other worldly was the rise and fall of the voices, 
and under its influence I forgot the modern clothes and the 
modern setting. The haunting refrain seemed to affect even the 
people themselves, for afterwards quite other dances were danced 
to the pounding of a wooden drum of old Indian design and 
to the scraping of bamboo reeds. These were instruments of 
earlier times, and the dances, which were of long ago, portrayed 
the primitive enticement of woman by man, and of man by 
woman. 

The lights burned lower and lower. Led on by the throbbing 
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rhythm of the music, the men and women dropped the cultural 
mask which they had worn. The brooding spirit of the past 
generations was awakened, and many of the older women had 
tears streaming from their eyes. 

When we had left Barcellos behind us, we continued upstream 
on the last stage of the steamer journey. The river alternately 
broadened and narrowed, and at times seemed lost in a world of 
islands. Although the surrounding country was flat, the river was 
flanked by high sandstone banks ; we were no longer in a mere 
maze of swan^ps. 

Once or twice great rain storms blew up, accompanied by 
marvellous sheets of lightning which illuminated the whole sky. 
The rainy season, which was over in Manaos, was dying more and 
more slowly further to the west, and in its death throes brought 
tempests which hurled at us, not drops, but layers of rain. As if 
to mark the approaehing change of seasons, we ex})erienced 
several days of marked chill, during which it was necessary to don 
heavy coats. 

This chill is an interesting phenomenon of the Amazonian 
climate. Each year, at the begimiing of the dry season (usually 
iu July), and of the wet season (usually in January), a few cold days 
set in, caused, it is believed, by the wind changing its direction 
and sweeping straight down from the glaciers of the Andes. At 
this time many of the weaker animals of the jungle, and even 
many of the fishes, are supposed to die, and certainly we saw a 
number of dead fish floating by in the water. 

' Although our hammocks were unprotected by nets, we were 
comparatively little troubled by mosquitoes. For some reason 
these insects are not so common on the Negro as on other Ama- 
zonian tributaries. But their absence was more than made up for by 
other insect pests, wliich annoyed even the well-seasoned settlers, 
and drove new-comers to the region nearly to distraction. 

The most obvious of the insect pests were the little phitns, or 
midgets. These swarmed about us in thousands. Their sting gave 
more than a momentary discomfort, for they left little blood 
pockets, not mere mosquito bites — lumps, which continued to 
irritate for many days. But it was at this time that I discovered 
that these piums have powers of discrimination. When I was 
alone, I was driven friintic by their attacks, but if I could induce 
Mannling, the camera man, a very plump and well-rounded-out 
individual, to sit by me, the midgets would concentrate nearly 
the whole of their attentions upon him. I developed at this 
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period a marked fondness for long conversations with my com- 
panion, preferring him to my Brazilian attendants, who were 
rather a scrawny lot. 

Unfortunately an equally common pest, the mttcuinti, were not 
so discriminating, and we all suffered equally from their ravages. 
The mitcuims, not imlike harvest ticks, were microscopic spiders, 
entirely invisible to the naked eye. Millions of them lay in the 
low grass, and every time we left the boat at a landing station, 
even for a few moments, we were certain to bring back with us 
large numbers of these invisible enemies. The peSts crawled up 
our legs and burrowed beneath the skin, particularly underneath 
our garters and belts and at other places where there was especial 
pressure. 

The irritation caused by these little ticks was a source of 
great annoyance. At the end of three or four days they died, 
and were absorbed into the system. I found that the microscopic 
spiders had to be left strictly alone. Scratching only made things 
worse and worse, and in the end relief came automatically. The 
most I could do was to secure a small amount of rum from the 
copious supply we had on board, and rub the affected areas. 
The alcohol seemed to allay the itching sensation. 

There was no lack of other undesirable guests. One day, as 1 
was writing up my diary, I suddenly became aware of a huge 
centipede who was nestling on my knee. By a bit of luck he had 
crawled up my leg outside, and not inside, my trousers. Con- 
sequently I managed to have him scraped off without damage to 
myself, although Pequeneno, my poor wretch of a boy who did 
the scraping, was stimg by the insect and thereby gave out a 
yell which vied with the ship’s siren. 

Pequeneno, incidentally, turned out to be a remarkably 
bright youth, well able to fend for himself. I had, of course, 
procured for him a third and not a first-class passage on the 
Inca, But as he was dissatisfied with the lower-deck fare, he 
managed to worm his way into the affections of the ship’s cook, 
and in return for doing odd jobs in the scullery, he was allowed to 
eat first-class food. 

For some unknown reason, all the maps give the insignificant 
settlement of Thomar as the limit of navigation on the Rio Negro. 
But we were to find that the real limit was Santa Isabel, more 
than a hundred miles further upstream. At length we crawled 
under the banks of the little settlement, and there disembarked. 
We had entered upon a new phase of our long journey. 



CHAPTER FIVE 


IN THE PIONEER COUNTRY 

I N reaching Santa Isabel we had come to the frontier of the 
Pioneer country. The settlement itself consisted only of 
two or three huts, and most of the inhabitants were frankly 
“aborigines” — ^and no longer pseudo “Brazilians.” By 
contact with white men they had lost their status of “ Sons of 
the Forest, Wild and Free.” They had abandoned most of their 
old tribal organization and many of their ancient customs. They 
had learned to drape themselves with clothes. But the veneer of 
civilization was very thin. 

The use and value of money was almost unknown, and all 
business was carried on by bartering. Every white man was still 
regarded as a feared and hated intruder. The natives hsid not 
yet mastered Portuguese or any other European language. 
Curiously enough, however, the idiom which they spoke, although 
of purely Amazonian origin, owed its existence in this region to 
the activity of Europeans in the days long gone by. 

* In the early colonial days the Jesuit missionaries, who were 
very keen on converting the natives of the newly discovered world 
to the Christian faith, found that a large number of tribes on 
the Brazilian coast spoke a variety of languages which could 
be reduced to one common basis known as Tv^. This, again, 
differed but slightly from the Guarani dialects spoken further to 
the south. In order to facilitate intercourse with the natives, the 
Jesuit Fathers adopted a standardized and somewhat simplified 
form of the Tupi>Guarani language. This idiom, known as the 
Lingua Geral (the general or common language), gradually spread 
over the whole country and was used as a medium of communica- 
tion even with tribes whose dialect had no connection with the 
Tupi-Guarani group, as all the natives foimd it easier to learn 
this indigenous language than the complicated Portuguese. 

The Jesuit missionaries are long since dead, and their work is 
mostly forgotten. Portuguese has prevailed over the more settled 
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parts of Brazil, but in the border regions, between the colonized 
sections and the untamed tribes of the great jungles, not only 
docs the Lingua Geral still serve as a means of communication 
between the whites and the natives, but also between many of 
the various native tribes which speak divergent languages. In 
fact, in many places, amongst them a great part of the Upper Rio 
Negro, the Lingua Geral has entirely supplanted the earlier idioms 
and has become the mother language of a vast number of half- 
civilized natives. 

The day after arriving in Santa Isabel we made' our first long 
excursion in the forests in order to accustom our hands to jungle 
shooting. Our day’s bag on this occasion consisted chiefly oi a 
number of small birds, many of them song birds. It gave me 
my first acquaintance with the most common bird of the Upper 
Amazon region, a beautiful yellow-breasted, black-coated creature, 
called by the natives the piripipi, from its warble. To this day, 
when I sit and dream of the many months I spent in the jungle, 
I seem to hear the piripipi whistling from far away in the distance. 

This little excursion also gave me a good idea of the nature of 
the jungle wliioh we were later to know so intimately. The word 
“ jungle ” usually brings to our minds a picture of palms and 
ferns. There are, to be sure, in the Amazon forests, palms and 
ferns in abundance, but the vast majority of the trees appear, at 
first sight, similar to the deciduous trees of the forests of Europe, 
and one must look closely to realize tliat one is gazing at members 
of very alien families. 

To a person as little versed in botanical lore as myself, the most* 
striking difference from the sylvan scenes of Europe was the fact 
that the tree trunks were all linked together by vines, lianas, and 
parasitic creepers, through which we were able to creep and crawl 
only with the greatest difficulty. By steady pushing and hack- 
ing we eventually got far away into the woods, but with our 
inexperience, it was impossible to keep a sense of direction, and 
when our bags were full and wc set out on the return journey, we 
found that we were lost. It was only after we had roamed around 
for some hours that we eventually came to the trail which led us 
back to the settlement. 

The Inca had already departed on her return journey, and I 
was rather worried a.s to how we were to get ourselves and our 
ratlier bulky baggage on the next stage of the journey, through 
the Pioneer country to the head waters of the Rio Negro. At first 
I thought we should have to take to canoes immediately, but at 
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last my letters from the all-powerful Interventor helped us out of 
our difficulty. Colonel Rudolfo Connives, one of the principal 
traders on the Upper Rio Negro, and the proud possessor of a 
motor-boat, had arranged to take the monks and nuns who had 
come with us on the river boat on to the mission station of San 
Gabriel, another two hundred and fifty miles further upstream. 
In spite of the scarcity of space, it was agreed that my little party 
should also be tucked away in the launch. 

The night before our departure we were given a farewell 
carousal by the white settlement at Santa Isabel. There is 
always a little excitement when men set out for the upper 
reaches of the river, and it was necessary to absorp enormous 
quantities of beer to celebrate the event. In this part of the 
world beer is considered a very elegant drink, and it is small 
wonder, as each bottle costs a small fortune. The native element 
took little part in the festivities. They stood round in silent 
groups, staring vacantly at the amusements of their masters. 
Apathy seems to be the characteristic note of Indians under white 
domination. 

At last the little launch started out. It chugg-chugged its wa> 
over the rapid which had barred the way to the larger river steamer 
and got into the smoother water beyond. The launch itself — called 
the OnfUf or Jaguar, a tiny thing of 15 horse-power, was filled to 
the brim with cargo, and Senhor Rudolfo smacked his lips at the 
bartering he was going to do up the river. The passengers had to 
find quarters in two barges which were tied on to the launch, one 
on either side, although these two were heavily loaded with boxes. 
One barge was for the servants ; the other, provided with a wicker- 
work cover for the after part, was allotted to the gentry. But as 
the gentry were nine in number, and the boat only 18 feet long, 
even the gentry led a very higgledy-piggledy life. The density of 
population on the boat was greater than in many hundreds of 
square miles of Amazonian territory. 

Owing to the difficulties and dangers of navigation on the 
turbulent waters of the upper river, the motors were kept going 
only as long as we had daylight to aid xis. At night we moorx'd 
ourselves to the nearest bank. Occasionally we spent the night 
near a little clearing made by some adventurous settler. At other 
times we had only the unbroken forest around us. The first night 
out, near a long deserted hut, we had an interesting experience 
with a magnificent gaviao, or Amazonian hawk. Our first shot 
only partially disabled him, but instead of attempting to flee, he 
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flew straight for our little party, and with his beak and claws 
managed to scratch Jive of us pretty badly before we could give 
him a coup de grdce. 

Each day was marked by long battles with the raging waters. 
The placidity of the lower river was a thing of the past. Our 
little craft was knocked about like a match*box. In places the 
current was so strong that for hours we would stay in one spot, 
even with the engines full on, until the pilot succeeded in finding 
a weak point in the surging stream, a counter-current, 'vdiere wc 
could at last, slowly but surely, push forwards. 

At one point, on the second day of the journey, where 
the current was particularly strong and where we were having 
great difiiculty in making headway, the engines of the launch must 
have been over-taxed, for they suddenly stopped, and we were 
knocked and hammered back by the rush of the waters. Our 
hearts were in our mouths for a moment, for we were drifting 
helplessly amongst whirlpools and scarcely submerged rocks, but 
the boatmen rushed to get out some oars, and eventually succeed- 
ing in guiding our craft to the bank. Here we stayed for several 
hours while the engines were overhauled. At last the popping of 
the cylinders told us that all was well again, and soon we were under 
way once more. 

On the journey from Manaos to Santa Isabel the land had all 
been of sedimentary formation, a thick layer of clay over a 
sandstone foundation. The river had had little difficulty in 
wearing out an even bed for itself, and the whole country had 
been comparatively level. But we were now entering a far more 
rugged region, one marked by misshapen hills and rugged irregular 
mountains. In many cases naked rocks peered through fianks of 
these hills, and became formed at the first cooling of the earth’s 
surface, rocks hard and resisting. We had left the region of the 
old inland sea and had come to the western flanks of the old 
Guyana continent. 

So old was the country through which we were passing that the 
waters had eaten away any covering of softer rock which may once 
have been there, leaving the enduring primeval rock exposed 
to the surface. The hills and mountains did not form ranges 
runniiig in parallel lines, but stood curiously alone. They were 
not the result of any buckling in the contraction of the earth’s 
surface, as are most mountains. From the fiat tops of many 
of the hills around us, it seemed probable that at one time the 
whole country was one great tableland, which had been gradually 
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eaten away by the erosive waters, leaving the mountains as 
isolated fragments behind. 

In spite of its great age, the granite plateau through which the 
river had forced its way was still so resisting that the waters had 
been imable to dredge out a level bed. The ciurent was every- 
where swift and powerful, and every few miles we came to rocky 
barriers marked by dangerous rapids and low waterfalls, termed 
by the Brazilians cachomas. These formed the principal obstacles 
on our journey upstream. 

Occasionally we came across tiny settlements perched on the 
sides of the banks, each settlement consisting, for the most part, 
of a number of semi-civilized Indians ruled over by a white 
pioneer. In this far-away comer of the world every white man 
could act the part of a princeling, dealing out law and justice, as he 
saw fit, to the Indians whom he had gathered under his control, 
doling out cheap knives, cotton cloths, and rum in return for the 
rubber which they had gathered from the forests. 

I calculated that in the whole of the vast region watered by 
the Upper Negro there were only some fifteen or sixteen pioneer 
families. The head of many of the families bore the proud title 
of Colonel, a purely honorary rank, handed out by the Government 
to persons in official favour, and one in great esteem all over Brazil. 
The Brazilians have a great sense of the importance of titles — and 
of names. The Portuguese have but a scanty selection of Christian 
names. Every other man is either Carlo, Manoel, or Joao. But 
the Brazilian goes in for higher things, and amongst the dreary, 
'Shambling settlers lost in the forest, I found a Felycinthe, a 
Mercuric, an Agamemnon. One man who spoke not a word of 
English flourished under the name of Shakespeare. And it is the 
Christian name that counts. It is the one that is always used in 
conversation even between chance acquaintances. 

The settlers led a hand-to-mouth existence. Their dwellings 
were miserable huts of wattle plastered with mud. But they were 
deservedly content. For were they not officially officers of rank, 
and unofficially rulers of little kingdoms ? 

At each of the little settlements we passed we found the Indians 
more and more primitive. Nominally they were all Christians, 
but for generations they had been without priest or chapel, so that 
our good friends the padres devoted much time to re-instilling in the 
natives religious ideas. To their joy, they secured a number of 
infants to whom they could administer baptism. I noticed they 
seemed far more shocked at finding that five strapping youngsters 
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had not been baptized than at the fact that the parents of the 
yotmgsters were living together without the formality of marriage. 

Each day it rained, not once but many times. On one oocasion, 
in spite of the frequent heralding of the coming of the dry season, 
we were treated to a real Amazonian storm — ^wind, thunder, a world 
of lightning, and sheet after sheet of rain. Our little craft, the 
launch and its two attendant boats, were tossed to and &o by the 
waves. The decks were swamped with water and all of us had to 
crowd into the tiny hold at the rear, which was so crowded that 
we were almost suffocated, and had to take turns at the door to 
catch a waft of air. 

But after the storm was over, and the sun had again put in an 
appearance, we were rewarded for our trials by the sight of millions 
of butterflies which came in swarms out of the forest. They 
seemed like clouds of grasshoppers. Senhor Rudolfo, oiu host, 
informed us that the butterflies swarmed thus one day a year, 
more or less at the beginning of sununer. 

Each day our journey became more difficult owing to the in- 
creasing strength of the ciurents and rapids through which we had 
to pass. A strong spice of danger was added by great rock 
boulders which frequently lay only a foot or two below the surface 
of the water. A crash against one of these rocks would inevitably 
have sent us to the bottom. Many of these rocks would lie fully 
exposed in the dry season, but the river was still high enough to 
conceal them, and our pilot, a wary old Indian, had constantly 
to be on his guard to avoid them. Li the smoother stretches of 
the river a superficial tremor of the water told him of submerged 
rocks, but with a sharp wave-cansing breeze, or bright sunlight 
ahead, his task was more difficult, and in the rougher portions of 
the river, near the cataracts, it was largely hit or miss. 

In places where the current was especially strong the little launch 
foimd it impossible to drag along both of the dependent boats. So 
one boat had to be tied to the bank, and the other rushed through 
to the comparatively smooth water beyond. The first boat was 
then left while the launch went back to bring up its companion. 

On more than one occasion this expedient proved fruitless. 
So great was the counter-force of the water, that the launch, with 
even one boat, was slowly but steadily pushed back. The bank 
on cither side was flooded, so that it was impossible for oiur crew 
to get out and tow. Even so our sailors proved equal to the 
situation. Two of the men with the tow-line jumped overboard. 
With superhuman strength, they swam for some distance up- 
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stream, making their way from one flooded tree*trunk to another, 
which supported them against the oncoming rush of the waters. 

They eventually tied the tow-rope to a forest giant some distance 
ahead. It was now our turn to toil. Crew and passengers pulled 
for dear life on the rope while the engines continued to pound 
away their hemts. The addition of muscular to mechanical energy 
turned the trick. By repeating the rope trick two or three times, 
we at last got into water smooth enough to allow the engines to 
function once more unaided. 

The towing process brought us against the flooded jungle at 
the side of the river. To help matters along we frequently 
seized hold of a protruding branch in order to give an extra pull. 
This was a rather dangerous pastime. For once one of the crew 
.just escaped placing his hand on a poisonous little coral snake, 
the American cousin of the cobra, which was lying on the branch. 
On another such occasion a frightened spider ran across my hand, 
leaving a trail of poison behind, causing an intense burning sensa- 
tion and severe inflammation. 

The other insect pests, particularly the piums, or stinging gnats, 
were more maddening than ever, though I observed that, unlike 
the mosquitoes, they disappeared at sunset, so that we could 
sleep in. peace, even without nets. Whether due to insects or the 
general living conditions, I do not know, but on the fifth day of 
the journey several of my companions fell ill once more, and I 
was forced to resume my duties as amateur nurse. For some 
reason I remained immune. 

• The journey was not without minor mishaps. All manner of 
things were dropped overboard. Miinnling lost his best hat in this 
way, and I my favourite pipe — & much more important matter. 
The food question continued to be troublesome. Fresh fish was 
scarce, and we had continually to rely on dried pirarucu. There 
were no plantations of any size, and 1 found that the pioneers 
spent a good deal of the money they had gained in rubber gathering 
upon the purchase of supplies from the lower river. This was a fact 
which gave me cause for foreboding, as I had brought with me 
very scanty food supplies, hoping to live as far as possible off the 
country, and we still had months ahead of us in the jungle. 

The unbroken jungle, indeed, stretched around us on both sides 
of the river, but the primeval jimgle has very little to offer in the 
way of food. Very few indeed of its trees produce fruit fit for 
human consumption, so that at the most we could hope to shoot 
some of the animals that roam throu|^ the forest. Once or twice 
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we were lucky enough to capture some inamJbu, or forest fowls, 
and once an armadUlo. I was surprised to find that this curious 
heavily armoured eater of ants could be made up into a very 
palatable dish. 

In the course of our journey we passed the mouth of an im- 
portant northern tributary, called the Canbery. Although rich in 
rubber and balaia, it remains practically unexploited, owing to the 
ferocity of its native inhabitants. Unlike the half, or rather 
quarter, civilized Indians on the banks of the main stream, the 
wild aborigines who dwell on the Canbery have steadily refused 
all contact with Europeans. They abandon their homes at the 
approach of any stranger and fly into the heart of the forest, 
ruitil the pioneer, lured by the supposed absence of all danger, 
relaxes his guard, with the usual result that he is taken by surprise 
attack and murdered. 

Many were the gruesome tales concerning this dread river which 
were poured into our ears by our host. Ho ticked off the names 
of various rubber prospectors who had gone up the river, never to 
return. The few who had escaped from native attacks had 
brought back stories that the Indians of the region are practically 
white (strange, this ever-recurring story of White Indians), with 
semi-European features, although their mode of life is most 
primitive. 

A few days later we came to another important tributary, the 
Curicuriary, or Parrot River, which flowed in from the south. Along 
the eastern bank of this river, for some forty or fifty miles, there 
stretched a long narrow range of moimtains, the most imposing 
momitains we had seen as yet anywhere in the Amazon Basin. 
Strange tales axe told of the river. (Many of the natives were 
afraid to go near it.) Stranger tales still are told of the moun- 
tains, for the Indians believe that near the highest peak is a 
magic lake where live the ghosts of the departed, and that on 
the banks of the lake are boats and many strange animals carved 
in stone. 

A few miles further up the main stream we came to the great 
cataract of Camanaos, beside which those we had previously passed 
through sank into insignificance. It was impossible for our 
little launch, staunch though it was, to pull the two dependent 
boats any further. Consequently these boats were unloaded and 
the boxes passed over land for over a mile to a point beyond the 
cataract. Most of the passengers preferred to accompany the 
baggage overland, but I determined to risk the journey in the 
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launch, which had also been eased of most of its burdens. We 
took on board as special pilot an old Indian, who knew every rock 
in the river, and then, with rather tremulous hearts, started on oiur 
race through the surging torrent. 

Hi^'dashing waves, violent whirlpools, and rocky snags made 
the passage of the* long cataract very thrilling. It was necessary 
to thrust our way between the waves, whirlpools, and rocks. 
Again and again we seemed to be on the verge of destruction. 
The force of the oncoming wateis threatened to hurl us on to a 
snag, and to avoid this the launch was wrenched into a vortex 
that sent her spinning round and round, and which promised every 
moment to engulf her. We were all in a fever of excitement, 
ready to jump in the foaming water in a desperate dash for safety 
— a hopeless dash, should the launch foimder. The wizened 
Indian pilot alone remained calm. With death at arm’s length, 
ahead, and on both sides of us, he seemed to hold listlessly to the 
wheel, but each turn upon the rudder was timed to the fraction 
of a second — and at last, breathless, gasping, we pulled our way 
through to the calmer waters ahead. 

We ran into the bank to take on our fellow-passengers again. 
The baggage we had to leave behind to be brought on by the 
launch on a second journey, for the whole of the next few miles 
was far too dangerous to permit of overloading. 

The section of the river which followed was certainly the most 
beautiful of all. For the next eighteen miles the river was almost 
one continuous cataract ; the stream was frequently broken up by 
small islands, of the hardest granite, but covered by majestic 
trees. Penned up by the islands into a number of narrow channels, 
the river seethed and boiled with doubled energy and power. 

It was necessary to tack from bank to bank and to corkscrew onr 
way along in order to avoid the most dangerous points. All of us 
were instructed to reduce our clothing to the minimum, and to 
dispense with shoes and stockings, so as to be ready to swim in 
case of accident. But the skill of the pilot was once more tri- 
umphant, and late in the evening we came unscathed to our 
immediate goal, the little settlement of Sao Gabriel, the last out- 
post of the Brazilian Government. It was here that the monks 
and mms who had accompanied us disembarked. We, too, had 
to halt at the settlement for several days, waiting for our baggage 
to be brought up, and making our last preparations for the 
journey into the Unknown. 

Sao Gabriel is the capital of the huge municipal department 
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which includes the whole of the north-western section of Brazilian 
Amazonas. But in reality, governmental control extends only 
alcHig the banks of the main river, and even there to only a limited 
extent, as the pioneer families, in their own domain, have things 
very much their own way. Very little of this en<mnous depart- 
ment is mapped, and more than two-thirds of it is still unexplored. 

The power of the government we found to be represented by 
three individuals, a Superintendenie, a sort of civil governor, a 
Deputado da Policia, who had charge of the garrison, and a Juiz, 
in whose hands lay the power of the law. High-sounding titles, 
all of them, but the three officials eked out a miserable existence, 
as they were seldom or never paid. When we arrived, the “ Muni- 
cipal Palace ” had caved in, and its place had been taken by a miser- 
able one-roomed mud hut. The garrison consisted of four soldiers, 
with about one complete uniform between them. Incidentally 
these soldiers could seldom be found when they were wanted, as 
they were forced to secure their livelihood by fishing. The Juiz 
spent his mornings in administering justice, and his afternoons in 
extracting teeth. 

Altogether Sao Gabriel was a forlorn little outpost of Empire, 
as forlorn as the ruins of the fort which had been built long ago 
on the hill overlooking the settlement, and of which only a few 
broken stones and half-buried cannons remained. But the 
“ government ” was very friendly and accorded me an official 
reception, attended by the whole community, in the one-roomed 
mud “ palace.” Somewhere in the municipal cellars, the Super- 
intendente found a bottle of most excellent old port, which he 
brought up to do honour to the occasion. Unfortunately, 
there was not enough for everyone, so the bottle was carefully 
secreted behind a large desk which cut off one comer of the room. 
In the course of the proceedings, the head of the mission, Miinnling, 
my camera man, and I were invited to inspect the old municipal 
charter on the desk. We failed to see the charter, but, once safely 
out of sight, we were given a glass of the precious wine, with 
whispered orders that we were to drink it silently, so that no one 
should know that it was there. 

In spite of the cordial welcome they gave us, the officials regaled 
us with very gloomy stories regarding our future prospects, 
emphasizing the natural difficulties, the huge cataracts, the dense 
jungles, ' and the treacherous swam|>s which would confront us. 
All sorts of tales concerning the ferocity of the wild Indians were 
added, but the most disquieting remarks I heard were those in 
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connection with the terrible jungle fevers. I learned, for the first 
time, that only three or foiir months prior to our arrival two 
Swedish scientists had passed through Sao Gabriel on a journey 
up the river, but that inside of a few weeks one had died of some 
mysterious illness, and that the other had been forced to turn 
back. 

I listened carefully to all this pessimism, but refused to be 
deterred from my project. 1 foimd that it would be possible to 
use a motor>boat for another few days’ journey up the river to 
the place wc should meet with the “ wild ” Indians, so that as 
soon as the little laimch had returned from Camanaos with the 
luggage, I went down to see its owner, with a view to using it for 
the further journey. We soon came to terms, but it was found 
that on the last journey the launch had been so badly buffeted by 
the waves, that it was necessary to give it a thorough overhauling 
before we could embark once more. 

This meant a halt in Sao Gabriel for several days longer, but 
I found more than enough to occupy my time. I managed to 
have several long talks with some of the older Indians of the 
settlement, and I .soon discovered that imdemeath a superficial 
layer of Cliristianity and civilization there persisted a strung race 
ooitsciousncss and many traditions of the past. In addition to 
the ordinary dwellers in the settlement, there were many other 
natives, more especially children, who had been brought to Sao 
Gabriel from all parts of the surrounding district by the fathers 
of the Salesian IiUssion, who were zealous in winning the Indians 
to the “ true faith,” so that I had an excellent opportunity of 
studying various types, though my native friends seemed more 
than a little frightened at my keenness in measuring their faces 
and skulls. 

There were also several shooting parties. Owing to the thickness 
of the forest through which we had to make our way, each such 
excursion took up a whole day. In spite of the great number of 
different species which exist, we were to find that no single species 
is very prolific, and that the jungle was by no means so teeming 
with life, or at least larger animal life, as is generally supposed. 
At first we fought our way through the thick forests for hours on 
end without catching sight of anything except insects. But tliis 
was largely our own fault, as we had not yet mastered the secrets 
of Amazonism woodcraft. 

But we soon began to make progress. We learned to discard 
our heavy tr amp i n g boots, which gave warning from afar of our 
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approach, and took to tennis shoes. More important and more 
difficult was the art of tearing our way through the network of 
xmdergrowth and creepers without maUng a sound. But a few 
lessons sufficed to prevent our returning home with empty bags. 

Among the first-fruits of our shooting excursion was an opossum, 
a sloth, and an ant-bear (tamemdua). I had met the opossum 
before in North America, but I found him of renewed interest, as 
he is one of the best examples of the marsupials, which represent 
a stage of animal life when egg-laying was first abandoned, and 
the young, born prematurely, are nurtured for some time in the 
maternal pouch. It is curious that the marsupials are found only 
in the New World and in Australasia, and one is set wondering 
how these animals got from one continent to the other. My 
Brazilian friends did not show any great knowledge of the denizens 
of the forest which surrounded them. The learned Superintendente 
assured me that the first opossum 1 caught was a fox. 

The ant-bear and the sloth were even more interesting to me, 
because they are only to be found in the Amazonian jungles. 
Although the sloth outwardly resembles a great clumsy, slow- 
moving monkey, and both he and the ant-bear, with its lightning 
tongue, are provided with a shaggy hair instead of a coat of mail, 
zoologists tell us that both animals arc closely related to the 
armomed armadillo. All three animals belong to the same order, 
the Edentata, and have presumably developed from the same 
ancestor. Even in long-past geological times, this group of animals 
was restricted to the South American continent, though fossil 
remains tell us that in the days of long ago there existed along- 
side of the present species several other gigantic forms. 

The skins of all these animals were added to the collection which 
I was making (I was now getting fairly expert at the skinning 
game), while the flesh went into the cooking-pot. These out- 
landish dishes were thoroughly enjoyed by me, at least. Poor 
Mannling was shy of culinary novelties, and preferred to fast on 
these occasions. 

At last the holes knocked in the launch were repaired, and 
everything was ready for a continuation of the journey, when one 
of my teeth decided to kick up a rumpus, and began to expostulate 
about its place in the solar system. I was in no mind to face the 
terrors of the jungle and a continuous toothache at the same time, 
so I hied to his Honour, the Judge, during the time when he was 
accustomed to lay aside the burdens of State and handle the drill. 

Our interview caused the whole community to assemble, as 
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operations were conducted without anaesthetics, and, in addition 
to a sensitive tooth, I was possessed of a hefty pair of lungs. It 
was decided that the troublesome tooth had to be extracted. 
But twice, in the incitement of the moment, or perhaps because 
the dentist’s mind wandered astray into judicial fields, the wrong 
tooth was seized hold of and pulled lustily, before a more than 
usually loud squawk told my tormentor of his mistake. When 
eventually the forceps were adjusted to the right tooth, it took 
three of my servants to hold me down—and even so the tooth 
refused to budge. Finally I managed to loosen a hand from the 
cook’s grip, and in anguish struck out at the poor judge. He 
jumped back to avoid the blow, and with this added impetus, the 
tooth came out. 



CHAPTER SIX 


BF.YOND THE LAST OUTPOST OF CIVIIJZATION 

T he following day, long before daybreak, we once more 
stowed ourselves and our baggage inside of the launch 
and started out on the next phase of our journey. For 
many .miles the river continued to be broken by an 
almost constant succession of cataracts. Those through which we 
had already passed seemed sufficiently terrifying, but the further 
we went, the more stupendous the force of the waters became. 

Rocky islets, seething currents, and spinning whirlpools, more 
tlian ever marked the order of the day. Time and again our little 
launch sljivered under the impetus of an oncoming wave which 
seemed determined to cast us back on a rocky crag. On each 
such occasion there was a shivering second of exijectancy when 
the boat was brought to a standstill, and we waited to see if the 
engines were strong enough to drive us forward, or whether the 
force of the waters would be triumphant. 

Even where the river was free from rocks the current was so 
strong that it was utterly impossible to keep to the centre of the 
stream, and we had to hug the banks, and take advantage of every 
counter-current. Even so the impetus of the rushing river was 
frequently so powerful that the (Tigines were unequal to the task, 
and we were forced to resort again to the tow-line attached to a 
tree ahead of us, so that we could pull ourselves along the flooded 
bank. When the current along one bank proved irresistible, it 
was necessary to fight our way over to the other side in order to 
try our luck there. Each time we crossed the river the enormous 
energy of the river in the centre of its course drove our launch 
back many hundreds of yards. This fact had always to be taken 
into account, so that we could only cross where there were no 
rocky crags for some distance downstream. 

Owing to the skill of our pilot and the strength of our engines, 
we were fortunate enough to meet with no serious accident, 
although the force of the battle which we were waging caused 
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some of the recently repaired seams to open up again. We were 
able to appreciate our good luck all the more because we witnessed 
the disaster which befell another boat, which was unaided by 
engines. This boat, while trying to cross the stream, was caught 
by the full force of the current. Its pilot became powerless, and 
the boat was swept back more than half a mile, and at last hurled 
on to one of the rocky islands in the centre of the river. The boat 
itself was knocked to splinters, and though most of its occupants 
managed to save themselves, one man had a leg and several of his 
ribs broken. We did what we could to help these people, and 
then pushed on our way again. 

From time to time we stopped at some little settlement. Each 
one we came to was more and more primitive in type. They 
contained no white settlers. Their inhabitants were piire*blooded 
Indians, who had come into contact with the white man only by 
means of some passing missionary or rubber man. In addition to 
one or two rusty and almost useless shot-guns, picked up through 
barter, the huts contained a number of bow, arrow, and blow- 
pipe relics of the old primeval culture. 

The natives were obviously used to white domination. When we 
stopped to rest for the night, the inhabitants of the principal 
hut, without a word, abeiidoncd the main room to us to use as 
sleeping quarters and huddled into a little out -room next door. 
Food was brought to us as a peace-offering, and the villagers 
seemed filled with anxiety because their woe-begone curs insisted 
upon barking at us. 

- Jhey appeared astonished at my friendly overtures, and even 
mistrustful, but I eventually managed to have long and interesting 
confabs with them. All of them understood and spoke the Lingua 
Grral, but though the old tribal organization had largely broken 
down, they retained a knowledge of their old tribal languages, 
and their old tribal traditions. My mastery of the Lingua Geral 
was still very scanty, so I had one of the boatmen act as inter- 
preter. 

To the anthropologist the racial history and classification of 
the indigenous peoples of South America presents a very inter- 
esting and intricate problem. There arc still enormous loop- 
holes in our knowledge. But even with oia* fragmentary informa- 
tion, it is obvious that the South Americans, though of very 
mixed stock, with marked differences in physical characteristics 
amongst themselves, belong essentially to the Mongolian group 
of peoples. 
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In many cases the Mongolian character of the South American 
Indian is very marked, even as regards the obliqueness of the eyelids, 
I had already seen hundreds of natives, whom, in spite of the 
several years that I spent in the Far East, I could easily have mis- 
taken for Celestials. Curiously enough, the natives of South America 
have greater points of obvious similarity with the Mongolians than 
have most of the North American Indians, although it is generally 
conceded that the South Americans must have reached their present 
abode by passing over the Behring Strait and down the western 
coast of North America and then over the Isthmus of Panama. 

Even amongst the pure-blooded Indians I frequently noticed 
markedly different types. This would tend to prove that the 
invading Asiatic peoples were mixed with some alien stock, 
but no one has the slightest information as to what lliis 
alien stock can have been. In any case the Asiatic migration 
must have taken place at a very early date, before the Mongolian 
culture proper had had time to develop, as there is little trace 
of it in the Indigenous American civilizations. 

Although they all belong to one large racial group, it is possible 
to make a threefold division of the aboriginal peoi)les of South 
America, even as regards their physical eharaeteristics. The 
inhabitants of the Andean highlands of Colombia, Ecuador, Peru, 
and Bolivia form one group ; the dwellers of the plains of the 
Argentine a second ; while the Indians of the Amazon Basin, and 
of the Guyana and Brazilian highlands, those rcnuiants of ancient 
continents, from a third. 

The Pampas dwellers are nearly extinct. Tn any ease detuUed 
reference to them lies outsifle the scope of the present under- 
taking. The Andean peoples will be considered hereafter, but 
it would be well to survey briefly what is known concerning the 
natives of the Amazon Basin. At first sight there is a confusing 
multiplicity and complexity. There arc many hundreds of distinct 
tribes. A single small riviT niaj' have on its banks thirty or forty 
groups bearing different nainiss. Bui explorers of the past have 
discovered that it is possible from the linguistic and cultural 
.standpoint to group most of these tribes into larger divisions. 
Three large groups arc of especial importance. Their ramifications 
cover the greater part of the whole Amazon Basin and the two 
ancient highlands. These are the Tupi-Guaranis (or better, 
Tupi-Waranis), the Arwaks, or Aruaks, and the Karibes. 

None of these groups occupy isolated regions. They arc almost 
inextricably mixed up, but, in general, it may be said that the 
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Tupi-Guaranis occupy a large part of the territory south of the 
main Amazon stream. Starting their career somewhere in the 
south-west, they seemed to have moved slowly down the River 
Plate to the Atlantic Ocean, and then gradually to have spread 
up the sea-coast. 

The inhabitants of Paraguay still speak Guarani as their mother 
tongue, and, as we have seen, the early missionaries who landed 
on the coast of Brazil found the allied Tupi language so common 
that they made a simplified form of it the general medium of 
communication with all the natives. 

'The Karibes and the Aruaks have their headquarters north of 
the main Anuzon River, though many isolated tribes from both 
• group.s have spread far to the south of the dividing line. Scientific 
^ -"nciuirers who have managed to push forward to these regions 
tell us that along the Rio Branco, and in the southern portions of the 
Guyanas, the native trilK*s are chiefly of Aruak stock. North of 
this section lies the domain of the Karibes, who incidentally gave 
their name to the Caribbean Sea. The whole of the northern 
portion of the Guyanas sec-ms to have been wrested firom the 
Amaks by Kanbe invaders, who gradually moved southwards, 
pushing their more civilized but weaker neighbours from their 
ancient domain. 

Considering the close affinity which persists between the widely 
scattered forms of the Indo-Gcrmnmc languages, it is remark- 
alile that the various language groups of the South Ameiicsm 
[iidians arc so utterly distinct. Inside of each group the linguistic 
>imilnrities are obvious, even between tribes thousands of miles 
ipart. Aruak languages spoken on the Andean slopes are closely 
ikin to the dialects which prevail in the far-away Guyanas. But 
he Tupi, Aruak, and Karibe languages are so different from one 
mother in structure that it seems difficult to believe that they 
'ver had a common origin. 

The secret of the origin of the various linguistic smd cultural 
jroups can only be solved by years of research amongst the tribes, 
•onoerning which there is still little or nothing known. Lines of 
migration would thereby be traced with the hope of ascertaining 
where the original centres of culture can have been. The diffi- 
culty of the problem is heightened by the fact that many tribes 
'peak languages which cannot possibly be associated with any of 
the larger groups. Years must be spent in research before we can 
lope to acquire an insight into the beginnings and the lines of 
>ubscquent development of South American culture. 
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It is obvious, therefore, that I was interested in getting the 
natives to talk about their old tribal customs. I listened with 
fascination to the tales of old days, when the whole of the 
Rio Negro had been dominated by the great native tribes known 
as the Manaos, the Bares, and the Baniwas. Although their 
descendants had now come to look upon the lAngua Geral or 
Tupi-Guarani as their mother language, it was obvious from the 
ancient words and phrases which had persisted that all of these 
tribes were of pure Aruak stock. The dreaded tribes on the 
tributaries of the Negro belonged to some alien group, but on 
the main river we were in the heart of the ancient Aruak culture, 
a culture which is slowly but surely vanishing as the white 
pioneers make their way up the river. 

Our long hard fight with the cataracts continued until we came 
to the mouth of the Uaupes River, the most important tributary 
of the Upper Rio Negro. Beyond this point, both on the main 
river and on its tributary, the stream seemed to flow in a fairly 
smooth course. The river was resting between its various stages 
of violence. 

Our boatmen told us that, were we to keep to the main river, 
we should come in a few days to the wonderful Cassiquiare, the 
natural river canal which joins the Rio Negro with the Rio Orinoco. 
By keeping to the main river we should also keep within the 
Aniak domain. But I was determined to explore the upper 
reaches of the tributary, as I had been told that it was on this 
river and its sub-tributaries that some of the most interesting 
tribes of the still untamed Indians were to be found. 

Since leaving Manaos, though the main course of the journey 
had been westerly, we had been slowly making our way to the 
north, and we found that the mouth of the new river which we 
were now entering lay directly on the Equator. We were later to 
discover that this river zig-zagged across the Equator for a good 
part of its course, so that by journeying upstream we had the 
amusement of crossing and recrossing the equatorial line many 
times— and yet on no occasion were wc seriously inconvenienced 
by the heat. 

We felt a certain thrill come over us as we left the Rio Negro 
and turned into the Uaupes. Wc had now definitely left the 
country of the pioneer settlers behind us, and were in the domain 
of the true Indian. Wc heard, however, that the river is yearly 
visited by rubber men, as the upper waters are noted for their 
richness in balata. Not all of the rubber men who go upstream 



BEYOND THE LAST OUTPOST OF CIVILIZATION 71 

return. Many of them are killed off each year in Indian fighting. 
Disease carries off many of the others. 

Not long after entering the Uaupes, we came upon a poor wretch 
huddled in a rude hut built on the left bank. He was in the last 
stages of some wasting disease. He told us that he was a rubber 
man who had been abandoned by his companions when his illness 
had rendered him useless to the party. There was no bitterness 
in his story. Accustomed to the wild law of the jungle, it seemed 
only natural to him that he should be left behind when he had 
been struck down by a fatal disease. 

He had strength enough to add from time to time fuel to his 
fire, but in addition to his other troubles, he was literally starving 
to death. He had been given a rifle, but this he was too weak to 
use, and his stomach was incapable of digesting the coarse 
mandioka grains — ^thc only food that had been left to him. So 
we won the eternal gratitude of the poor devil, who was soon to 
enter upon eternity, by giving him a few tins of Nestle ’s milk which 
we had brought with us. 

There was nothing else wo could do. In a few days, in a week 
or two at the most, he must die, and he knew it. It was a lonely 
death — ^far away in the wilderness, but he seemed to accept his 
fate stoically — or rather apallictically, with only a deep brooding 
melancholy. 

For many miles there was a complete absence of cataracts, but 
the current was still dangerously swift. I was reminded of this 
fact in a rather terrifying way. Early in the afternoon of the 
second day, after entering the river, we brought the launch to a 
standstill, near the bank, and all of us jumped overboard to have 
a swim. I was foolish enough to strike out further from the shore 
than the others, and was soon caught by a strong current, which 
CArried me with such force to the centre of the river that I was 
unable to fight my way back. In desperation, I exerted all my 
strength, but it was a hopeless struggle, and I was soon so ex- 
hausted that I had to abandon myself to the whim of the stream, 
eontenting myself with an effort to keep afloat. Fortunately the 
others, seeing my plight, scrambled back in the launch. This W'as 
soon turned around and sent flying after me. Eventually 1 was 
caught and jiullcd out of the water, just as I w'as beginning to 
think my plight was hopeless. I was so weakened by fright and 
by my struggle with the current that I lay in a sort of stupor 
the rest of the day. 

By the next morning, however, I could once more take a keen 
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interest in everything that was going ont In the absence of cataracts 
and fellow-passengers to distract attention, I devoted myself to a 
study of the crew. For the most part they werepure-blooded Indians, 
but there were two negro youngsters among them. It was interesting 
to notice the world of difference that lay between the black and 
the red skin. For some unknown reason, there is always some- 
thing comic about the negro, particularly the negro youth. It 
was so on this journey. Our ship boy had only to roll his eyes, to 
stare, to move, and we were fomed to smile. His tantrums with 
the cook were uproariously funny. With the Indians this comic 
element was entirely lacking. Even when they were at play, or 
joking, they were invested with an air of soft melancholy. They 
were strong, robust, and energetic — ^but there was always a certain 
something about them that marked them as a dying people — and 
in the presence of the dying, even humour is overshadowed by 
pathos. 

All of the Indians of the crew were of Aruak stock, and on 
talking with them, I found that they were filled with a certain 
secret fear smee we had left the Rio Negro behind us. The Uaupes 
River was inliabited by Indians who were strangers to them, who 
came of a different race, and who spoke a totally different language. 
They told many stories of the ferocity of these Indians, of their 
cunning, and of their mysterious knowledge of all manner of 
poisons. 

As I was talking to them there was a sudden shower, a flash of 
lightning, and the distant roll of thunder. As if startled by the 
storm, a number of the strange Tukan birds, with their monstrously 
huge beaks and black plumage, flew slowly across the river. 

“ Look, look,” one of the Indians cried, “ we have come to the 
land of the Tukanos.” It was almost like an omen. For the most 
powerful and feared of the tribes, into whose territory we had 
come, claim descent from these strange birds and call themselves 
Dagse, or Tukanos. The Tukanos are only one of many tribes 
which inhabit this region. But in culture, in tradition, in language, 
these tribes are much alike. They are grouped together and called 
the Betoya tribes. 

I was told then, and I was later to find for myself, that the 
region inhabited by the Betoya tribe.s is immense. It was all the 
more strange, therefore, to find that the language of these people 
bears no resemblance to those of the Aruak, the Karibe, or the 
Tupi-Guarani groups. These Betoya peoples are no mere sub- 
division of one of the greater groups, but form an individual group, 
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which must be added to the others. Where they came from, their 
origin, their racial history, is unknown. 

1 was told that on either side of the river banks were a large 
number of Bctoya-Indian settlements, Tukano for the most part. 
Most of these settlements were hidden far away in the forests, and we 
saw nothing of them as we passed upstream. From time to time, 
however, we could see the roofs of some of the great tribal dwellings 
which were nearer the river-side. We had gone beyond the region 
where the Indians were content to dwell in tiny huts, and could 
see something of indigenous architecture. We stopped at two or 
three of these native settlements. In each case the Indians were 
obviously leading a more and more primitive and natural existence. 
Articles secured from white traders were more and more rare, 
and there was a corresponding decrease in the amount of clothing 
worn. Wo were rapidly approaching the territory of the " Naked 
Sons of the Jungle,” 

I should have liked to stay longer in these outpost communities, 
hut it was necessary for us to hasten on. There would be time to 
dally and investigate when we were safely off the launch, and on 
our own in canoes. At last we passed the mouth of the Tiki^, one 
of the most important tributaries of the Uaupes, and one of the 
chief centres of the Tukano tribesmen. I knew that there would 
be much of interest to see on this river, but the tributaries further 
upstream promised even greater treasure-trove, so we continued 
up the main stream. 

An hour or so later we came to the settlement of Tarakua. 
Here we were forced to disembark, as only a few miles on ahead 
was the gigantic Ipanor^ cataract, through which no launch could 
hojjc to ])ass. 

Tarakua marked an important stage in our progress. From 
this point on we should have to rely entirely upon the Indians for 
assistance in getting from place to place. It was our last point of 
contact with “civilization” for many months. The settlement 
itself w'as purely Indian, but some two years previously Padre 
Joao had come from Sao (Jabriel to this extreme outpost in order 
to convert the untamed Indians. His post was a difficult one, 
with a strong spice of danger. A few decades ago another mission 
had flourished at this spot, but it had ended in disaster, when the 
padres attempted to interfere with certain of the strange religious 
rites of the Indians. Two of the missionaries were killed by the 
wrathful natives. The third had been forced to flee precipitately 
back to the Rio Negro. 
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For yeaivs no priest dared to come near the place, and even 
Padre Joao found it necessary to be very cautious in his inter- 
ference with native customs. I noticed that he was careful to 
turn a blind eye to many “ heathenisms,” and allowed the Indians 
to follow their ancient traditions. "The stories we heard here 
regarding the murder of the former priests were not altogether 
auspicious omens for us, as I was particularly anxious to 
study some of these strange native rites, and it seemed not at all 
unlikely that the Indians would fiercely resent any attempt to 
penetrate behind the veil. 

But though Padre Joao was full of the gloomy stories — ^as was 
only natural, for it was here that the Swedish explorer had died, 
and several Indian attacks on rubber men had taken place near 
this spot — he was the soul of hospitality, and insisted that we 
stay with him until we could proceed with our journey. 

The day after our arrival he took us down to the great maloka, 
or communal house, at the foot of the slope and introduced us to 
the iushawa, or chief, a great strong husky Tukano. Most of the 
Tukanos are undersized, muscular, and swarthy. It was obvious 
that, in spite of two years of Christianity, Europeah customs had 
not entirely prevailed. As wc entered, the noble chief beat a 
hasty retreat in order to don a pair of trousers which he wore only 
when the Padre was around. When this was accomplished, and 
he was thus in Court attire, he appeared, smiling, before us, and 
showed us over the maloka. 

The formation of the houses is a very important factor in trying 
to establish the cultural relations of the various South American 
tribes. There are tribes with no settled abodes, who wander 
perpetually hither and thither in the forests like the wild beasts 
upon which they prey. There are others which dwell in houses of 
thatch, shaped like bee-hives. Other tribes, again, build for them- 
sclv'cs square or rectangular homes. Amongst most of the tribes 
south of the main stream it is the custom for each family to have 
a house to itself, but in the north-west, as we have seen, the whole 
of each clan, or sub-tribe, which usually numbers well over a 
hundred persons, is housed in a single rectangular edifice. This 
edifice consists of but one room — but what a huge room it is. 
The maloka in Tarakua, by no means one of the largest, was 95 
feet long, 62 feet broad, and its highest point 87 feet high, although 
at its outermost point the sloping roof was scarcely three feet 
above the ground. 

The whole middle part of the great house was a sort of public 
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reception-room reserved for dances and other festivities. I 
wondered where the individual family life came in, or whether 
the Indians, in common with some of our ultra-modems, had 
given this up. But as we peered further into the gloom — and it 
is always gloomy in a maloka — ^we could see that along each of the 
two sides of the great house were rows of fires, family hearth fires, 
one for each married couple. There was a row of pillars support- 
ing the roof, and from each of these pillars we noticed a frail 
crossbar to the outer wall. Each family had then a well-defined 
compartment, or shall we call it an apartment, of its own. Each 
apartment was of exactly the same shape and size — a great ad- 
vantage this, for there could be no boastfulness and no “ swank ” 
as to the choice of “ suites.” Even the timid Minoiniya, 
whom a Tukano warrior had just brought home as a bride, had a 
residence as large as that of her stout and rather headstrong 
mother-in-law. The chief occupied one such compartment at the 
rear of the great house. There was, to be sure, a certain airiness 
about these compartments. On one side they were bounded by 
the outer wall, and on top by the roof, but there was nothing more 
than a narrow bar between the various suites. In the maloka 
everyone was called upon to lead a “ Public Life.” One could see 
(as far as the dusk permitted) and hear from one end of the maloka 
to the other. I should pity the poor man who in such a house 
would try and confide in his wife a secret j but then, no wise man 
would do that in any part of the world. 

After our tour of inspection we returned to Padre Joao’s abode, 
and tried to make more definite plans for the immediate future. 
Our launch had already returned downstream. We were now in 
need of a new boat and good stout arms to row it. Our new-found 
friend, the chief, had promised to secure for us the arms and the 
accessory human bodies, but the acquisition of a suitable boat 
turned otit to be a more difficult problem. 

The Tukanos and their neighbours are expert navigators, but 
their boats — consisting of carved-out and expanded tree-trunks — 
are usually very small, and none of the native craft we found in 
Tarakua answered our purpose. Padre Joao had an old but 
serviceable montaria, a very popular conveyance on the Amazon, 
which consists of a native uba, or canoe, with planks nailed on to 
heighten the sides. This I purchased on the spot — ^but it would 
carry only one-half of the cargo. The chief said he would try and 
collect a numlier of smnllcT boats from neighbouring villages, to 
carry the remaining portion of our luggage. This, we knew. 
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would take several days, and so, pending their arrival, we had 
to wait patiently at Tarakua. 

During this period of delay my little party nearly met with a 
fatal accident. Mannling, my operator, and the inquisitive 
Pequeneno thought they would take a trial trip in one of the 
native craft which was already at the settlement. But the vibat 
with their rotmd smooth bottoms are not easy to handle, and they 
had scarcely gone ten yards when, suddenly, the vba decided to 
turn turtle, “ landing ” its two occupants very neatly in the water. 
Mannling was smoking a pipe at the time — ^and even in the danger 
and excitement of the moment the fear of losing this precious and 
irreplacable possession was uppermost in his mind, so his teeth 
gripped it harder than ever, much to the astonishment of all 
beholders. The situation might have been very serious, as the 
cxirrent was strong and both men were fully clothed and wore 
heavy boots. In the end both were pulled out without mishap, but 
they spent the rest of the day roundly rating one another, each 
accusing the other of being the cause of the accident. 

Before all the boats were got together there appeared one day 
out of a blue sky another montaria, commanded by a baJaiero, 
Don Manuel de Silva — ^he had four or five high-faluting middle 
names, but these I have forgotten. Snr. Manuel had led a roving 
adventurous life, full of interest and excitement, and at this time 
was determined to make a frai^oto-collecting expedition in the 
upper waters of the Uaupes. The river is known to be rich in 
bcHata trees, but the fear of attack from the natives, who have 
murdered several exploration parties, has prevented more elabor- 
ate exploitation. Snr. Manuel’s boat was nearly empty, and he 
agreed to accompany us as far as the Yawarete, ten days’ journey 
further up the river, and to take in his boat all of our surplus 
cargo. This arrangement made the small boats unnecessary for 
the time being, much to the relief of Mannling and Pequeneno. 

The next day our fat friend, the chief, gavt‘ orders to six of his 
henchmen, that they were to act as our paddlers (in this part of 
the world even vwntarias are paddled and not rowed). They also 
were to go as far as Yawarete, where, I was told, there was 
another great chief who would give me men for the further journey. 
All was now well and good — ^we were ready to start, and the whole 
community came to see us off. But before embarking on the 
proud vessel, of which, by purchase, I had become Captain, I 
desired to know her name. By some strange oversight, it seemed 
that she was nameless. I felt that would never do, so, in the 
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absence of champagne, we filled a broken bottle with river water, 
and rebreaking it over the ship’s bows, 1 christened her the Bella 
Trisfeaia—Bcautiful Sorrow, in virtue of the air of sad resignation 
and dilapidation which the boat had acquired by many years of 
service. 

At last we set out once more on the long journey upstream. 
We had left every trace of civilization behind us. The banks of 
the river on either side were covered by primeval forest, the 
secrets of which were known only to the Indians. There was now 
a thrill about our journeying, greater even than that which we 
had known before. We felt that we had emerged from bondage 
into freedom. Mannling and I sang wild hilarious drinking songs, 
intoxicated by the romance of the tropical jungle, into the very 
heart of which we were now making our way. 

Even the Indian settlements were few and far between. Only 
twice on the first day of our wanderings, in our montarias, did we 
come across human habitations. These lay well hidden from the 
river, and we should never have found them had it not been for 
our guides. Neither of them was large enough to be worthy of 
the name of maloka, and I found they were really offshoots of the 
Tarakua maloka — and obeyed the orders of the fat tushawa. Thus 
we could see, even at this stage, the tushawa, or chieftain system, 
was somewhat complicated, and that we had still much to learn 
concerning it. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 


LIFE AMONGST THE INDIANS 

T he evening of the next day brought us to an entirely 
new territory. We arrived at Tpanor(i, just imdenieath 
a great cataract, the noise of whose tumbling waters we 
had heard for hours previously. Wc found Ipanore to 
be a very extensive Indian community consisting of three large 
malokas and several other scattered lints and houses. The in- 
habitants were not Tukanos, but belonged to a very different 
tribe, namely the Tariano. I had only to listen to their speech 
for a few moments to realize the truth of the report I had heard, 
that the Tarianos were intruders from the north — that they 
belonged to the great Arunk family, which wc had already met 
on the Rio Negro. For generations past the Tarianos and the 
IVkanos have intermarried, so that it was not always easy to 
tell the difference between them. But in general the Tariano 
seemed to be characterized by a coppery red colour, a long face, 
and frequently by a prominent — even a liooked nose. 

We arrived in Ipanor^ just a day too late. On the preceding, 
evening there had been held a magnificent wake, in honour of 
the chief, who had died a week before. Native beer {kashiri), a 
thick, milky sour-sweet mess, had flowed like water, and everybody 
had been content. When wc arrived we found that some were 
wishing they had not taken quite so much — or been quite so happy. 

The old chief had ruled over the whole community at Ipanor6. 
As the old man had died leaving no near relative, except a boy of 
about twelve, we found that, until the latter was grown, the unofficial 
regency was to be exercised by one of the leading commoners. 
It was interesting to see how closely the Indians of this region 
keep to the distinction between noble and commoner. Among 
many savage peoples, when the chief is a child or weakling, his 
place will be usurped by a strong warrior, and not infrequently 
the unfortunate heir is put to death. But amongst the Tarianos, 
hereditary rights seem to be duly respected. 
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The next day brought a cloudburst, and yre could make no 
further progress. But what matter I I was quite content to 
swing in my hammock and ask the Indians all manner of foolish 
questions, only one-half of which could they understand, while 
only one-half of their answers were intelligible to me. But I felt 
that, bit by bit, our knowledge of the Indians was growing. 

The day was rendered exciting by the advent of two balateros 
who came from upriver. They reported that further upstream 
they had found the natives so hostile they had been forced to 
give up their expedition, and they strongly advised us to turn 
back as well. But I was firm in my intention to continue. In 
this part of the jungle there is almost constant hostility between 
the whites and the reds. The occasional white who has won his 
way through the Indian settlements has, not infrequently, raped 
the women, taken away the men to do forced labour, and stolen 
all be could lay his hands on. It is not surprising, therefore, that 
the Indian murders any white he finds off his guard. 

It was slow work, but I felt the natives were already beginning 
to know and like us, and I hoped that, in the end, we should be 
able to win their affection. 

I was much helped by the fact that I found ample use for my 
Riedel medical chest. An influenza epidemic was ravaging 
the native settlements. I am not a medical man, but I jiunched 
and probed and felt pulses, and looked wise, and gave two or 
three pills — preferably of different colour, and assured the patient 
that in the morning he would be better. Above all, when in 
doubt, I would give a dose of salts, or a tablespoon of castor oil, 
and I soon found that I was performing marvellous cures.^ 

We were lucky on one other point. We found here an Indian, 
called Nicolao, who, it seemed, was the chief of tb#- numerous 
Tarianos who dwell in Yawarete, far up the river. He was re- 
turning from a long journey downstream, and had stayed on at 
Ipanor6 to attend the funeral festivities. After some difficulty, 
we persuaded him to add his native craft to our fleet, and to act 
as our pilot and guide as far as his home. 

The following day, in spite of continued rain, we made the 
passage of the mighty cataract. It was certainly the most terrible 
of all we had seen so far. The thundering of the water against 

^ In the course of the journey 1 found that various skin disoases» rheumatism, 
tuberouloBia, and above all malaria, constituted tlio staple illnesses. Venereal 
diseases were unknown amongst the Indians who had not roinc into contact with 
tho white man. Beri-beri was not unoommon. Large numbers were infected witli 
hook-worm. 
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the rocks gave rise from time to time to a low musical note. The 
Indians believed that this was the voice of the Demon of the 
waters calling for sacrifice. Innumerable lives have been lost in 
this cataract, and it certainly marks the limit to all navigation. 
The cargo had to be unloaded and carried along the bank through 
the jimgle. The empty boats were pulled from point to point 
along the bank, and in the worst places we had to haul them over 
great rocks to avoid the branding-power of the waters. Otir Indians 
worked weR. They were smiling and cheerful through all the 
difficulties, but I was struck by the fact that they did not sing as 
they worked — as do the boatmen of so many nations. I was to 
find that the Indian sings only at his great feasts. Even the 
women knew no songs with which to croon their bairns to sleep. 
The task of getting our boats over the cataract was so great that, 
after it had at last been accomplished, we had no time to reach 
the liospitable shelter of a vialohi, so av<‘ Iiad to build a barmca, 
or hut, on the river bank. In the forest hut building is only an 
affair of a few moments. A few poles, spliced together by means 
of lianay or vines, formed a framework, which was soon covered 
with palm leaves. Hammocks were hung inside, and, as we 
foolishly say ; there we were I 

Yes, there we were, snugly tucked in. Protected from the 
steady drizzle, we smoked our pipes and talked in peace and 
contentment. Snr. Manuel was the star-pcrfortner on this occasion. 
He told us of the many strange things he had seen and of many 
hair-raising things he had done, in the most casual manner in the 
world. He was the best representative of the balatero type that 
I ever saw. It is the balateros who have gone into the unexplored 
forests, have canoed on unmapped rivers, have come across many 
an unknown tribe. The balateros are the true explorers of the 
Amazon Basin, but, unfortunately, what they see and what th<“y 
discover never becomes known to the world of science. 

Snr. Manuel, unlike most balaterosy had learned that it was 
advisable to treat the Indians well. He was a past master at 
handling them. His dry ironic humcmr pleased the natives im- 
mensely. But he had had long schooling. A vi<*lim of the softer 
passions, he had managed to combine love with business, and had 
amassed a harem of nine wives. Each wife was from a different 
tribe, so that, in addition to being a spouse, each lady could be 
of use as an interpreter. However, I was rather glad that none of 
these interpreters was along on the present journey. 

The next morning, when we started out, we began a routine of 
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travel 'which was to be little altered during the many months that 
followed. To a certain extent, one day was much like another. 
After an early cup of tea, we paddled (or allowed ourselves to be 
paddled) until about 10.80 or 11, when we came to a new maloka. 
Here we “ brunched,” chattered with the people for an hour or 
so, and then pushed on again until dusk, by which time we arrived 
at another Indian settlement, where we could spend the night. 
A simple dull sort of routine, you will say — but it was far from 
dull. Each day brought something fresh to see and hear. Usually 
travellers are very wary about sleeping inside the great malokas, 
fearing a treacherous attack in the night, but I felt that if we were 
really to get to krumo the Indians, if we were to acquire something 
more than a glance at this, and a glance at that, and write it all 
up in the note*book — ^acquaintanceship with the dwellers of the 
jungle, it was necessary that "we really live amongst them. Con- 
st queiitly, though we sometimes had to erect a luit f<»r ourselves, 
when no maloka was ■within reach, for the most part we spent the 
night inside of one of the huge community houses. I was, however, 
always careful to take all possible precautions. We slept with 
our pistols at hand and the baggage so heaped as to form a fort 
behind which we could flee at the first sign of hostility. 

The hospitality which we sought at the hands of the natives 
was quite a simple affair. In the language of a London landlady, 
it was “ unfurnished lodgings.” In all cases there are one or more 
of the compartments lying empty, and we were told that we could 
use them. Into these we would bring our hammocks, and certain 
numbers of our boxes from the boats, and we were ready for the 
nignt. The next morning the river was waiting for us to come 
and have a dip, so that even in the land of the “ Far Away ” we 
had no difficulty in finding “ Bed and Bath ” best of all — from 
the Scotch point of view our lodgings were without price. The 
Indians expected nothing, not even a “ present ” in return. 

We found the “ wild savages ” extraordinarily hospitable — even 
to the hated foreigner. Among themselves, that is amongst 
friendly and allied tribes, the hospitality goes even further. We 
found that families would take their haramot'ks with them and go 
“On a round of visits that lasted for weeks. They were everywhere 
fed and lodged with the greatest good-will — only their hammocks 
they bring "with them. 

For many days after the three-fold cataract at IpanorA, the river 
was once more as still as a lake. But Ipanor^ itself is so terrible 
that it acts as an effective bar to the influx of the white man and 
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his ideas. Here we could see how the Indians dressed, ilhaffected 
by alien influence. The washing list was not long, nor diflScult to 
remember. For the man a gi-string, or loin cloth, for the woman 
a short skirt. But it was enough. There was not a particle of 
immodesty about this natural scarcity of clothing. The men, 
particularly, had splendid physiques, and to see these “ naked ’’ 
savages silhouetted against the water was, indeed, a treat to the 
artistic eye. 

The men wore their hair cut short. The women had not yet 
succumbed to bobbing, and curled, twisted, twined (heavens t 1 
am helpless in trying to express what any lady does to her hair), 
let us say, did up their hair behind, and kept it in place, and well 
in place, with one comb — and without a single hairpin t 

In spite of the great difference between chief and commoner, 
the chiefs wore no badge or mark to indicate their rank. Their 
gi-strings are as scanty as those of the common herd. There was 
a sort of proud healthy democracy about the Indian hereditary 
aristocracy. 

Ah ! but all of what we have been describing is the everyday 
working attire. Every day, when we entered a maloka and 
looked up, we could see a long oblong wicker basket suspended 
from the roof. We had seen it many times, but it was only after 
we had been journeying many days that we persuaded a chief to 
lower the box and show us its contents. It was a communal 
treasure vault, or, to be mote exact, the box contained the feather 
ornaments, and the bracelets, necklaces, and girdles of bone, with 
which the Indians make themselves splendid on the occasion .of 
the great feasts, but, let it be remarked, it is only the men who 
may preen themselves in this finery ; the women may have none 
of it. And the feathers are all most beautiful, from the aigrette, 
the arara, or macaw, and the Tukano. 

The next day we discovered there is another factor which plays 
a great part in dress on these occasions. We had left the Tarionos 
behind us, and we had come upon the Woodpeckers, or Kolea, as 
they call themselves. In their first and chief maloka, we found 
the skins of the people, both men and women, painted a dark blue, 
in semi-geometrical designs. This, we were told, was genipapa 
painting. We soon learned that the Indians paint themselves 
with red uruhu and dark blue genipapo whenever feasts occur — 
but whereas the red washes away the same day, the blue lasts for 
many days thereafter. It was nice to know that even the ladies 
were pennitted to paint, and that they did so quite openly. 
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The time went by very pleasantly as we slowly journeyed up 
the river. It was well that the Chief Nicolao was accompanying 
us. Whenever we arrived at a new settlement, he executed what 
Mannling called a song and dance, but which was really a long 
explanation as to who, what, and why we were. The natives 
appeared to be duly impressed. I could hear them whisper 
“ Dotoro — ^Dotoro ” (Doctor) — ^the title in their minds carried with 
it something awe-inspiring. When I think what lop-sided fools 
many of my “ Doctor " friends are — ^however, that is another 
story. 

But, verily my new Indian friends spoke a language which was 
devilish. The Lingua Geral, or Tupi language, was comparatively 
simple, but 1 was determined to study the language group of this 
particular region, which is absolutely unique. The Aruak group, 
represented by the Tarianos, was bad enough, but it was “ French 
without Tears ” compared with the Betoya languages. The latter, 
I found, contained guttural sounds which not even a German or 
Scotchman could pronounce, and nasal sounds which neither a 
hVenchman nor an American could push through his nose. There 
were, at least, four vowel sounds which even phtmcticians have 
no means of representing— or pronouncing — and the grammar 
was as impregnable as the rook of Gibraltar. 

For many days I could not even hear the same sound for the same 
word — and my ideas about a “ grammar and vocabulary of the 
Betoya languages ” began to appear rather ridiculous. But at 
last came the day when an Indian to whom I spoke gave a sickly 
grin. He almost deluded me into believing he might have under- 
stood what I had said to him. From then on 1 began to make 
progress, but oh, so slowly I 

It was at least a blessing that all the Betoya languages are at 
least vaguely similar, and, moreover, that all over the Uaupes 
and its tributaries, Tukano, the language of the great warrior 
tribe, is the universal medium of speech. Even the proud Tarianos 
spoke Tukano, though they pronounced it abominably. 

After staying two or three days in the Kolca territory, whore 
they spoke a dialect of Tukano, we foimd ourselves once more 
among the true Tukanoes. But we had already discovered that 
in this region the culture was remarkably uniform, irrespective of 
tribe — a most interesting fact. It was, in its own way, a high 
culture, and we were set wondering as to where the culture could 
have eome from. Was it indigenous to the Betoyas— or brought 
by the Aruaks or others — and in any case, who are the Betoyas, 
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and what was their origin ? Profoundly interesting questions, 
but we found them amazingly difficult to answer. We could only 
hope that as we penetrated further into the eountry wc should 
be able to learn enough to solve these problems. 

As a traveller with a scanty food supply, I was particularly 
interested in one aspect of this native culture — namely the w'ay 
in which the Indians secure and prepare their provender. 

Life in the jungles is not the thing of milk and honey that most 
persons imagine. In fable, one takes up one’s residence under a 
fruit tree and opens one’s mouth at auspicious moments to receive 
a ripe fruit which drops automatically into it. In reality, there is 
in the primeval forest a perpetual fight with Nature to acquire 
sufficient food. 

We soon perceived that the division of labour was not between 
the classes, but between the sexes. As amongst many other 
savage tribes, the men were charged with the gentlemanly occupa- 
tion of fishing and hunting, whilst the women did all agricultural 
work, which entailed an enormous amount of physical exertion. 
Even in the Amazon Basin, hunting and fishing are precarious 
affairs, and many a time we saw the men return with an empty 
bag. But no woman ever dared to return from the plantation 
until her harvesting basket was full. 

Living as we now were amongst the Indians, we soon learned 
what these plantations produced. There was no rice, no wheat, 
no barley, oats, beans, or vegetables, only various sorts of tubers. 
The best of the tubers was the sweet potato. When we could 
secure this there were shrieks of joy from all of my party. But 
this delicacy was rare, and consequently our shrieks were very 
seldom heard. It has probably been imported from the Tupi 
Indians of the south, as its very name, Yapi, is of Tupi origin. 
We found no trace of the true potato, but there were two very 
tasteless and inferior substitutes — makashera and kara. The latter 
was by far the more common, and the more positively tasteless. 

Every day we watched the women come home to their maJokas 
from the plantations, but unless, as frequently happened, we had 
bribed them to bring back some sweet potatoes, or inakasheras or 
karat, for us, we found that the heavy baskets they carried on 
their backs, supported by a baud from their foreheads, were 
entirely filled with mandioka, by far the most inipitrfant of the 
Indian agricultural products, 

Mandioka is first cousin to the makashera — not altogether unlike 
a long fibrous potato. But it differs from makasJiera on one most 




MALOKA OR tribal HOUSE 




LIFE AMONGST THE INDIANS 85 

important point. While makashera, as the good Lord knows, is 
tasteless enough, it is at least harmless, but the precious mandioka, 
in its natural state, is a most deadly poison containing a large 
quantity of cyanic acid. But the good ladies staggering home 
\indcr their burdens were not in the least worried by this fact. 
They knew that in preparing the tuber for consumption the poison 
would be forced out by natural evaporation. 

That is all very well and good. But the question at once arises : 
how docs our much-vaunted science of anthropology explain the 
fact that these primitive, simple, scarcely rational savages, without 
chemistry or chemical experiment, have learned that it is possible 
to extract the poison, leaving a wholesome food ? The answer is 
simple — it doesn’t, any more than this science can explain why in 
other parts of South America the natives cultivated the real potato, 
which in its natural state is poisonous, until it became harmless. 
One woukl have thought that after the first gatherers of wild 
plants had euttn, for experience’ sake, the mandioka and potato, 
and died, that their friends and relatives would have declared 
these things talioo for all eternity thereafter. 

Wliercas, ordinarily, we boiled the makashera and kara we 
acquired (and then heaped on salt, trying to give them a taste), 
the jireparation of mandioka W'as much more complicated, and we 
had to rely upon the Indians to cook it for us. By grating and 
straining and squeezing through a sieve, the tubers were reduced 
to a fairly dry paste. Most of the poison was squeezed out with 
the juice. The paste was placed on a large earthenware pan under 
which a hot fire was kept, and the heat-waves drove out the rest 
of the poison by means of evaporation. By continued baking, the 
paste was transformed into a hard, gritty, woodeny flour — ^if it 
were constantly stirred about, or else congealed into huge flat 
pancakes — if left to itself. 

The flour, or farinha, as it is called by the Brazilians, is used by 
the Indians chiefly on journeys, as the “ pancakes ’’—called beiju — 
do not keep. But on all ordinary occasions, the beiju (pancakes) 
form the principal article of diet. “ Getting diimer ready ” 
consists of making beiju (it is a lengthy process), and if there is 
anything else, so much the better, but if not, never mind. 

I have no doubt that beiju is a wonderful dish — ^a monument of 
achievement — but it needs an Indian palate to appreciate it. For 
us it was always gummy and tasteless. I imagine that even the 
Indian must suspect its tastelessness, as he invariably dips it in 
a boiled solution of jungle pepper {pimento), which we found was 
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more than strong enough to give taste to anything. We tasted 
nothing except pepper for hours after each such meal. 

We found little complexity about the Indian diet. Game when 
there was game, fish when there was fish, but in any and all cases 
beiju with pimenta. It was not an inspiring diet, and I was glad 
that we were not yet entirely reduced to it, as our supplies were 
holding out fairly well. There should have been enough for several 
months, but I had not reckoned on the habits of Brazilian 
servants. Where Mannling and I took one instead of two tea- 
spoons of sugar, trying to save for the morrow, our friends 
ladled it in by the tablespoon. “ There isn’t enough for long,” 
they said, “ let’s see that we get our share before the others eat 
it ” — and so our stores dwindled rapidly away, and we had still a 
long, long journey before us. 

Bit by bit, however, we learned to live more and more upon the 
country. Even kara became eatable, and we soon discovered that 
by piling jam on it, beiju could be made into a substitute for bread. 
\^en by chance our Indian hosts had fish or game they shared it 
with us. Above all, we acquired from the Indians, from time to 
time, two items of food highly prized by us, though regarded with 
disdain by our hosts — chicken and pineapple. 

The pineapples, though cultivated, were seldom or never eaten 
raw by the natives. The squeezed-out juice was sometimes put 
into the kashiri (beer) and fermented along with the numerous other 
ingredients, but our friends were astounded at the way in which 
we devoured the fruit in its natural state. 

As for the chickens — it is a miracle and a mystery how they 
came here, and having arrived here, why they have renuiined. 
Their ancestors must undoubtedly have come from the Europeans 
— ^though there is a wild jungly look in their eye. Some of the 
tribes lower down the river, in more direct contact with the whites, 
must have acquired the first pair, and then by intertribal barter 
have passed on the offspring to tribes further up in the wilds. It 
is the SEime with dogs. Chickens and dogs — dogs of unknown race, 
and uncertain relationships — ^are the only two European things 
which seem to have the power of spreading, spreading far into the 
jungle where never a white man has been seen. 

This is in itself, perhaps, not very remarkable. But why is it 
that chickens have everywhere been so eagerly accepted, when no 
use is made of them ? The Indians we came into contact with, ate 
neither the chickens nor the eggs. The sole purpose in life of these 
fowls seemed to be a cross between house scavenger and house pet. 
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Even when game was scarce it never seemed to occur to the 
Indians to dish up the domestic supply. But in most cases we 
procured specimens for ourselves without great difficulty. 

I use the word “ specimen ” advisedly — ^many were more fit for 
sending with my other birds to the Museum than for consumption — 
but I Imew that mastication was good for the health, and steady 
and prolonged chewing usually masters the toughest fowl. More 
mysterious still, we never saw any eggs, and could only suppose 
that in the enchanted Amazon region, chickens grew on trees I 

On the whole we were content with our larder, but it took weeks 
for our phlegmatic cook, Joaquim, to learn to obey orders as to 
how the food should be prepared. To me the boiling of either fish 
or ficsh means its ruin. In Joaquim’s eyes boiling was the only 
civilized w^ay of preparing food. Day by day I gave orders that 
llte meat should be grilled or fried, and day by day he brought it 
stewed. Here in the wilds he was trying to convert me to civiliza- 
tion. Eventually I was forced to show him a hefty stick and 
threaten to use it on him if he brought me a boiled mess again. It 
then slowly dawned upon his dim intellect that I meant what I 
said, and thereafter he condescended to pamper to my degraded 
tastes. 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


A WELCOMING FEAST 

E ventually we arrived at Yawarete — “ the place of the 
jaguar,” — the capital of Nicolao’s native kingdom. The 
settlement lay near the mouth of the Papory, the river we 
intended to explore, and underneath the second great 
cataract of the Uaupes. It was thickly inhabited by Tarianos. 
In a radius of a few miles, there were at least five-and-twenty 
malokas, each with its own tushawa — ^but friend Nieolao was 
overlord over tlu'm all. 

H seemed strange that this braneh of the Tarianos should be 
se])aralid from tlial in Ipanore by hundreds of miles, witli other 
alien Betoya Iribes settled in between. It seennd strange too 
tlial the Tarianos should have taken possession of just these two 
pliwes, \'awarcle and Ipanore, for they were ancient strongholds, 
almost saerc'd places of the powerful Tukanos. The Tarianos are 
certainly intruders from the north and they are conscious of their 
alien origin. It is tJie Betoyas who were the original possessors of 
the whole of this region. At first I thought that the Tarianos were 
conquering invaders %\ho had driven the Tukanos out of their 
ancient donmin, but the lively respect which even the Tarianos 
showed for the Tukanos was hardly consonant with this idea, and 
at last I wormed out of Nieolao that his ancestors, coining from 
the north, had found Yawarete and Ipanor6 deserted, and had 
calmly taken possession. 

There was some mystery wrapped up in this. I was puzzled to 
understand how it was that the Tukanos deserted the seats of their 
ancestors, places which they still regard as holy. I could get no 
explanation out of Nieolao, but I hoped that later when we came 
to some of the old Tukano chiefs who had retained the ancient 
tribal traditions, we might find a solution of this problem. 

We halted for some days in Yawarete. Nieolao granted us 
a corner in his central maloka, and we ensconced ourselves 
therein most comfortably. The paddlcrs who had come with us 
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from Tarakua now wished to return home, and it was necessary to 
pay them off, trusting to Nioolao to provide us with fresh men 
when wc were ready to move on again. Payment was somewhat 
complicated, as money, of course, was unvalued and unknown. 
Cloth, mirrors, fish-hooks, knives, tobacco, matches, and beads 
had to take its place. 

I was much puzzled as to how the payments were to be reckoned, 
particularly as each man had his own tastes and wanted different 
things. For simplicity’s sake I adopted the custom in vogue on the 
main rivers, where the whites come more in contact with the natives, 
.and employ them for gathering rubber, but where payment in 
specie is equally unknown. I assigned to each man a theoretical 
wage of three milreis (18 pence) for each day he had worked, so that 
each man had some forty odd milreis owing him for the journey 
from Tarakua to Yawarete. We displayed our goods, and each 
man took what he wanted until we stopped him, telling him he 
had had the full amount. The reckoning was easy. We had the 
invoice for each article — ^and we “ sold ” each article at cost price, 
f)his 50 per cent to cover cost of transport — (most of the Brazilian 
tiadors reckon cost price plus 300 to 400 per cent or even 500 
per tent). Our Indians were more than satisfied, though they 
had not the slightest idea how the thing was managed. We fomid 
Hie Indians absolutely lacking in any mathematical sense. Ordin- 
nrdy they could count to five — ^with difficulty they could be driven 
to understand ten, but anytliing beyond that was “ many.” An 
Indian worker only knows that he can pick and choose good things 
until his patron says “ Stop.” It is small wonder that the Indian 
IS consistently exploited by the white. 

Wc had intended to .stay as short a time as possible in Yawarete, 
wishing to push on into the “ uttermost beyond,” but we heard 
that Nicolao intended to give a great feast, a dvhukuri, in order to 
celebrate his return from “ down river.” To this feast many men 
from far and near were to be invited, and as Nicolao thought the 
presence of the great “ doctor ” and his companions woidd add 
lustre to the occasion, he urged us to stay, and we were only too 
delighted to fall in with his suggestion. 

Nicolao turned out to be a pleasant surprise. In spite of his 
famous journey to Manaos (a journey almost inconceivable to his 
fellow-Indians) he was no great lover of the whites and had fre- 
quently turned them back from his territory. But he suffered 
from rheumatism, and my quackery had given him temporary 
relief. Furthermore, the fairness with which I had tried to treat 
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the natives made him believe that my claim to be “ The Mend of 
the Indians ” was well founded. Finally, for mysterious reasons 
he believed that I was the special emissary of the far-distant but 
much-feared white Government, and he dreaded a punitive 
expedition in case I were not placated. 

For the ordinary dwellers in the Yawarete, and all the surrounding 
malokas, the days that followed were days of toil in preparation for the 
great feast and dance, and even we found the time busily occupied. 
Each day 1 rummaged around the various nearby malokas and 
dragged out all sorts of interesting things from dark comers, and 
from the rafters — ^weapons and pots, baskets, and other products 
of Indian craftsmanship. These things the Indians never dreamed 
of bringing to us, but in most cases they were willing to part with 
them in exchange for our trinkets, though they could not imagine 
what in the world wc wanted with them. 

Then there was the language question to be attended to. I 
wished to make an analytical study of all the different languages 
of the region. But it was not only the Tariano language which I 
could study here, for amongst the womenfolk we found repre- 
sentatives of five or six different tribes. It was the fixed and 
highly important rule in this part of the world that no man could 
marry a woman of the same tribe. To these people all members of 
the same tribe were brothers and sisters, however distant their 
real relationship might be, and marriage inside the tribe was 
consequently equivalent to incest.^ Outside the tribe the choice 
was free. A Tukano might marry a Tariano, a Hole, or a Waikano, 
or a woman from any other tribe, but in no circumstances another 
Tukano. As each tribe was possessed of its own language, this 
rule meant that the mother tongue of each woman was different 
from that of her husband. In most cases the women had soon 
picked up the language of their husband’s tribe, but I noticed in 
Yawarete that many of the Tukano women made their lesser halves 
carry on the family conversation in Tukano. 

The preparations which were being made for the dubukuri were 
very interesting to watch. Special messengers had been sent to 
all the nearby malokas, but in addition there was another way of 
annoimcing the forthcoming event. Almost in the middle of the 
maloka was a great signal drum. It was a huge log of special wood. 
There was a tiny slit along its length, and in three places the slit 

^ Incidentally relaiionahipa among these Indians is oounted entirely on the 
father's side. The brothers and sisters of the mother are not uncles — in fact they 
are not considered relatives at all. 



A WELCOMING FEAST 


91 


was widened into a hole the size of a fist. Through these holes, 
with infinite care and patience, the interior of the log had been 
hollowed out. The log was suspended by native rope from four poles 
to increase its sounding power. The dram was beaten, not on the 
ends but on the sides. Two clubs served as drumsticks. The ends 
of these clubs were covered with rubber (this is the only way in 
which the natives ever seemed to make use of rubber). 

This drum was beaten only at night, usually close on midnight. 
Both doors of the maloka were carefully closed, and the Indians 
claimed that the whole maloka served as a resonator, helping to 
carry the message far and wide. Strangely enough, inside the 
maloka the low-booming note did not seem very loud, but its 
carrying distance must have been immense, as we could hear the 
answering signals from malokas situated many miles away. 

It was obvious from the natture of the preparations that the 
“ feast ” was to be more liquid than solid. No attempt was made 
to amass foodstufis for the forthcoming occasion, but a positively 
.‘alarming amount of kashiri, or native beer, was brewed. 

The preparation of kashiri was simplicity itself. A large number 
of kara, makashera, sweet potato and mandioka pancakes were 
baked — and this time overbaked, so that they were ahnost burned. 
The women of the establishment then set to work to chew up these 
pancakes, but instead of swallowing them, spat them out into a 
mim))er of large jars. The saliva served as a ferment, for within 
two days a powerful form of “ home-brew ” was ready for con- 
sumption. 

In addition to the staple constituents, such as mandUdta, kara 
and sweet potatoes, a good deal of “ flavoring ” was poured in. 
The juice of pupunya (a native palm fruit, to which the natives are 
devoted, but which was horrible to our palates), of pineapple and 
of sugar-cane was “ added according to taste.” The amount of 
sugar-cane used was enormous. It was interesting to note that, 
whereas it was the womenfolk who had to attend to all the rest, 
< the men, and more particularly the boys, gathered the fruit, and 
squeezed out its juice, as well as that of the cane. 

At last the great day arrived. Shortly after sunrise numerous 
canoes appeared on the river and made for the little harbour which 
lay at the foot of our maloka. Men, women, and children, they 
were all there, and each conoc was loaded almost to sinking point. 
Contrary to native etiquette, I went down to the waterside to 
watch the various visitors as they landed. As luck would have it 
this allowed me to be the spectator of an interesting little drama. 
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As one of the canoes neared the shore, a boy jumped in the 'water 
in order to guide the canoes through the rucks. Suddenly he gave 
a yell and became stiff and motionless in the 'water. He was soon 
hauled ashore, but in the meantime one of the men in the canoe, 
seizing bow and arrow, peered into the limpid stream, and almost 
immediately afterward shot an arrow into the water. There was 
a short swift turmoil, and then a long sinuoTis fish came to the 
surface. It was one of the famous electric fish for which the 
Amazon is noted. There must have been several in the water, but 
the others soon made off. The Amazonian waters contain several 
species, both of electric fish and of electric eels, but they must be 
comparatively rare, as this was the first that I had seen, although 
stories about them had been common enough. 

In the case of children the shock of one of these creatures fre- 
quently causes death, so I was anxious to see what became of the 
boy. After vigorous slapping and massaging he gradually came 
back, more or less, to normal, but he was badly shaken and took 
practically no part in the festivities which followed. This accident, 
however, seemed to have no effect on the others. They continued 
their festive preparations with unabated zeal. 

More than two hours were taken up by formal greetings of the 
various parties as they arrived. The women-folk, old and young, 
'with the ehildren, scuttled immediately into the central part of the 
maloka, where they squatted in two rows. The women of our 
mctloka came to them and shrieked out enquiries as to their families, 
the journey, and the state of their health. The answers to all of 
these questions were duly yelled back, although the interlocutors 
were not two feet from each other. But the more noise, the more 
politeness. 

With the men it was even worse. The male visitors remained near 
the front door, squatting on the two long benches of ceremony that 
are always placed on either side of the main entrance. The yomiger 
men squatted on the ground, behind. Each group of arriving 
warriors was welcomed individually by every member of the host 
maloka. First came the eliief, then the other male hosts in decreas- 
ing importance, with two or three minutes’ interval between each 
person. Then the chiefs wife, then the other women. With each 
person the same ceremonial conversation was gone through — 
voices steadily ybrfc crescendo. Owing to lack of space at the front, 
the men of closely related malokas squatted on benches at the back 
of the house and shared in the function of hosts. 

I had thought that the local supply of kashiri was enough to lay • 
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out a regiment, but, in addition, many of the visitors brought huge 
jars of the precious liquid to add to the general supply. These were 
soon put in general circulation, and huge calabashes were emptied 
at each gulp. The women were much more moderate. The huge 
quantities of spittle which the home-brew contained did not 
prevent even me from enjoying it. It was very refreshing, not at 
all bad tasting, and the alcoholic content was fortunately small. 

Shortly afterwards the real business of the day began. Both 
men and women had to array themselves for the dance. First 
came the important matter of paint. In small groups the men 
disappeared behind the nudoka. Their womenfolk followed them. 
First of all the whole face and body was smeared with a dark red 
powder, prepared either from the uruku or the karujuru plants. 
The powder from the latter plant has very peculiar properties. 
With it the Indians preserve and mummify small animals, and its 
astringent qualities make it prized by the Brazilian as a tooth- 
paste and mouth-wash. The Indians frequently smear themselves 
with it to ward off the rays of the sun, and as a cure for headaches 
and light fevers. But no one has ever been able to find out how 
the Indians prepare this powder. When all the bodies had been 
smeared red, small earthen bowls containing the dark blue 
genipapo dye were brought forth. With this the women began to 
decorate their husbands, using little twig brushes which marked 
three parallel lines at each stroke. Arms, legs, the lower part of 
the face, and the whole of the chest and stomach were thus painted 
in more or less geometrical design. 

The transformation caused by the paint was tremendous. I 
could scarcely recognize my friends. They seemed suddenly to 
have stepped back fifty years, and I felt for a moment that I was 
really lost amongst the wild denizens of the forest. But I was not 
to be outdone. At the urging of my Indian friends I too stripped 
to the waist and let myself be painted along with the others. 

After the men had been attended to, the women were able to 
«look after themselves. They painted themselves with the same 
red and dark blue paint, and with designs almost identical with 
those of the men. The adornment of the womenfolk consisted 
only of paint, but in this part of the world it was the men and not 
the women who were supposed to be the ornament of society. It 
was therefore necessary that they dress to fit the part. To the 
Indians dress means, of course, simply adornment. Their gi- 
string was clothing enough for all occasions. But the men from 
each maloka had brought various adornments with them, and I 
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watched them as they proceeded to put these on. The women 
were not even allowed to touch such things, so that at this stage 
the men were forced to look after themselves. Each man donned 
a girdle of beautifully curved and polished bones, a necklace of 
jaguar teeth, and a string of polished nuts tied around the left 
ankle, to serve as a rattle and so mark time when dancing. 

Finally came the marvellous feather head ornaments, weirdly 
complicated, and composed of the plumages of all the most beau- 
tiful birds of the jimgle, including delicate aigret feathers, worth a 
fortune in Emope, and the gay tints stolen from tukans and 
macaws. All these things seemed the same, irrespective of tribe — 
but there was, however, a marked difference between the feather 
ornaments of the younger men and those of the older, more seasoned 
warriors — ^the latter being more complicated and more spectacular. 

One man, curiously enough not our Tushawa Nicolao, played 
the r61e of master of ceremonies. He was especially elaborately 
adorned, and carried a lance and a shield of state. 

Now that everyone was ready the dances could commence. 
There were two main types of dances : “ private ” and “ tribal.” 
In the case of the “ private ” dances, three men, usually members 
of the younger generation, held in their left hands bamboo ” pan- 
pipes.” These consisted of an indefinite number (usually nine) 
of simple bamboo tubes beautifully bound together. The tubes 
were closed at one end, and were of different lengths, so as to give 
variations in note. The right hand of each man rested on the left 
shoulder of his neighbour (the man at the end of the line of course 
had his right hand free). Thus linked together the men began to 
play upon their pipes and then proceeded solemnly to prance to 
and fro across the maloka. The pan-pipes shrilled higher and 
higher, and once the tunc was well under way, at every second step 
each man gave a heavy stamp with his left foot, causing his anklet 
rattles to reverberate. The young bucks did not even glance at 
the womenfolk, but before many minutes had elapsed three dusky 
damsels arose of their own accord and added themselves to the 
prancing male trio, tucking their necks underneath the linked arm.<i 
of the men. In this way the girls followed, or rather were dragged 
along by the men, who otherwise paid no attention to them. The 
music became wilder and the pace faster, until the exhausted men 
decided to stop and the dance was at an end. There were numerous 
such trios or sextets dancing at the same time in different parts of 
the maloka. 

As a mere man, I should like to recommend this or a simila 
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system of dancing to our dancing masters at home. In this system 
each man provides his oirn music and doesn’t have to keep step 
to somebody else’s noise. Each man dances around until some 
girl jumps up of her own accord and becomes his partner — ^this 
saves an enormous amount of fuss in choosing and getting partners. 
Finally, the women, who in any case know perfectly well where 
their seats are, get back to them imescorted, and the man doesn’t 
have to follow and pick up fans and go to endless trouble trying to 
get refreshments. 

The “ tribal ” dances were much more complicated. In this 
case all the male dancers of the assembly formed a long row which 
filed around the four central posts of the vialoka. The pan-pipes 
were left beliind, the dance music was entirely vocal — all the men 
loining in a long wailing melodious chant, led by the master of 
ceremonies. In their right hands the dancers carried great bamboo 
pounders, with which they stamped the time — ^the left arm of each 
was on his neighbour’s right shoulder. With long, elaborate, 
forward, side and back steps, and with rhythmical swaying of the 
body, the dancers filed round and round the four central posts. 
At a given point all the women rose and joined them — each woman 
again choosing her own partner, by no means always her own 
husband, as one would have expected. The long, slow-moving, 
chanting file, which now consisted both of men and women, went 
on and on — I was almost hypnotized by the music — until, presto I 
the women broke away, the men continued their chant a few 
moments longer, and the dance was at an end. 

These “ tribal ” dances took place about every forty-five minutes. 
The intervals between them were occupied by the “ private ” 
dances. 

Early in the evening Nicolao, who up to this time had taken little 
part in the festivities, prepared, with our assistance, a great surprise 
for his people. On the occasion of his visit to Manaos someone had 
hit upon an idea which was nothing short of a stroke of genius. Here 
was a powerful chief on or near thefrontier. Brazil had never surveyed 
the frontier, much less put soldiers or frontier officials in this far- 
away jungle spot. It was well, therefore, to make Nicolao serve 
as an amateur frontier guard. He was carefully told the difference 
between Brazil and Colombia, and was told never to forget he was 
a Brazilian. This, of course, was comparatively unintelligible to 
Nicolao, but in the end he was granted the rank of Colonel I He 
was on the unpaid list, of course, and though he received a multi- 
coloured commission, a sword and a pair of epaulets, no one 



96 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

thought to give him a unifonn. Thereby arose the present diffi- 
culty. Apart from his breech clout Nicolao possessed a pair of 
trousers, but no other clothing in the wide world. In order to 
make his memorable visit to Manaos he had borrowed a coat from 
a relative down the river. But this coat had long been returned. 
Nicolao was anxious not only to tell his people of his new and 
scarcely understood honour, but, much more to the point, he wished 
to show off his sword and epaulets. However, he found it impossible 
to put the epaulets on to Ids naked shoulders. Eventually I learned 
of his awful quandary, and after carefully screening off his com- 
partment (so that no one was let into the secret), I rigged him 
into one of my khaki outfits, to which his military trophies could 
be tied on. 

The dramatic climax came when, through his sons, all the visitors 
were ordered on to the open space in front fjf the muloka, and the 
great hanging door closed behind them. A few minutes later it was 
suddenly opened, and Nicolao, in all of his gh>ry, strutted forth. 
It was a master-stroke. Wliat a producer has been lost to the 
world far away in the Amazon ! He made a little s{K'(‘eh, in w'hioh 
he tried to make clear his new position in life, and then he added 
a few words, recommending me to all the surrounding tribes. 
This little speech was later to be of the greatest benefit to rny 
safety. AftiT this affair, the dancing and festivities r<“comni(“ncod 
with doubled vigour, and the kashiri bowls again began their 
rounds. Hour after hour the din went on and the people showed 
no signs of tiring, although they had not eaten a mouthful since 
their arrival. 

One very remarkable fact struck my attention. All of the 
women were naked to the waist, but most of them retained the 
little skirts, which constituted their sole garment. Four of the 
women, however, reverting to the older custom, divested them- 
selves of this adornment, and donned a tiny little bead apron, 
about four inches by three. The whole of their bodies was carefully 
smeared red by means of karujuru. These damsels took an im- 
portant part in all the dances, but I was very much amused to 
notice that two older women were constituted guardians of public 
morality, or tribal chaperones, and kept the naked dancers under 
a very strict eye, walking by them while they danced and carefully 
observing that nothing untoward took place. 

At first, these four were the only ones thus attired, but as night drew 
on, the call of the ancient days grew stronger, and many of the other 
younger women followed their example and removed their skirts. 
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The music grew wilder, the dancing more ecstatic. Even the children 
wanned up, and the little boys, previously shy, who had fled into 
the corner at my approach, grew more and more friendly, and we 
played all sorts of childlike games, unmindful of the din that was 
going on around us. It was here that one of the brats christened 
me “ Papu ” (Daddy), a- nickname that was to si ick to me 
all through my forest wanderings. 

When at about half past eleven I crawled hdo my liamnioek, 
the merriment was at its highest. A few of the youngtr Indians 
likewise laid themselves down in their hammocks, but the excite- 
ment was too much for them, and in less than ten minutes they 
were up and at it again. 

In sjntc of the din, the heavy pounding of feet, the slirill piping 
fit fho fluti s, the low resounding chanting and the steadying lioom- 
ing ol llu' drum, I slept perfeetly in my little corner of the great 
ntaloha. Whe'u I awoke, early the next morning, I found there 
was still no sign of abatement. It was nearly nine before the first 
clf partures took place, and it was fully two hours later before the 
niutoka was once more in peace. 

For lour and twenty hours on end had the Indians diunk and 
danced. There now followed the inevitable reaction. Like hcavj 
corpses they lay in their liammocks, or stretched out on the ground. 
In such a condition the place would have been helpless against an 
enemy attack, and, in fact, when the occasional intcr-tnbal 
warfare takes place, the enemy nearly always chooses such a 
moment to make a surprise attack. The Indian knows nothing 
of open warfare — his methods are ambush and surprise. A few 
hefty well-dealt blows, and then back into the jungle. 

On this occasion we were spared an attack, but late in the 
afternoon the maloka was aroused by a messenger who brought 
news, which for us was of very ominous portent. It seemed that 
the Indians up the Papory River where we were heading had 
risen and slain a party of Colombians who had managed to force 
thi'ir way through the jungle into their territory. These same 
Indians had further sworn to kill any other whites who cann near. 

Personally I put the whole story down to Indian imagination — 
the Indians can, with profound conviction, tell some most beautiful 
yarns, but the news had a very bad effect upon the members, not 
only of my party, but upon those of Snr. Manuel’s. Two of my 
servants. Scorpion and Joaquim (the cook), begged to be allowed 
to return to Manaos. Snr. Manuel’s men also opposed any further 
advance into the jungle. 
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In the end a compromise was made. It was previously agreed 
that Snr. Manuel should accompany us only as far as this point, 
but neither he nor I were anxious to conduct expeditions with 
only half-hearted support. Snr. Manuel therefore decided to 
give up his own undertaking, and allowed the major part of his 
party to return down stream. But with his boat and his one 
faithful retainer, a man called Miguel, he agreed to join my party 
for the whole of the journey. Without many scruples I likewise 
allowed the Scorpion to return, but as I had wasted so much time 
and breath on Joaquim in the way of free culinary advice, I was 
loath to let him go, and eventually got it into his thick head that 
he would do l)etter to remain with me. 

The succeeding day, the chicken hearts took leave of us, and 
embarking in a native canoe, set out down the river, I heard 
months later from Manaos that the little party never reached 
there. In some manner and at some place they must have lost 
their lives on the way. 

I was now not merely the Captain of a ship but with the purchase 
of Snr. Manuel’s boat had become the Admiral of a navy. With 
all of a new Admiral’s zeal I w'as anxious to start manoeuvres, but 
it took another day before the Indians had sufficiently recovered 
from the effects of the festival to be able to serve as paddlers. 

Our old paddlers had long since returned to Tarakua, but 
Nicolao eventually assembled another crew who were to accom- 
pany us to a certain fixed point far up the Papory. 



CHAPTER NINE 


SKAKES — AND INDIAN CUSTOMS 

I N this march through the jungle I managed to bag several 
birds for my collection, chieflj'^ different species of parrots. But 
1 made the great mistake of trying to cook the flesh of one 
of these birds for lunch 1 We boiled, broiled, fried, roasted, 
and then re-l)oiled the carcass, trying to reduce its high percentage 
ol tcjugliness. Even so, our teeth made only an uunppreciablc dent 
in it, and what morsels we did tear off were absolutely tasteless. 
It was a useful lesson, and in future, for culinary purposes, wc left 
all me mbers of the parrot family strictly alone. 

At tlie mouth of the Papory there were a number of ugly rapids 
to overcome, and so it was some time before the boats came up to 
ulierc we were. Even here the current was so strong that the 
llcllu Trisieza was swept away from the shore ju.st as Pequeneno 
was trying to embark, so that he was thrown into the water and 
we had to haul him out by the hair — ^mueh tt) the amusement of 
( veryone except himself. 

Slowly enough, working steadily against the racing torrent, we 
pulled ourselves upstream. The Indians paddled frantically to 
prevent our being carried back, but in many cases paddling proved 
useless and we had to steer to the near bank and then pull ourselves 
along by clasping the overhanging boughs. 

At this point the river was broken up into a number of arms, 
separated by islands, usually huge granite blocks, covered with 
forest. It was extremely difficult to estimate the real width of 
the river owing to the islands, many of which were scarcely recog- 
nizable as^luch, but the main stream could not have been more 
than threfl^dred yards wide. It was a sign how far we were 
away firolii|pie majestic breadth of the main Amazon River. 
Incidentall^Fthis broken up nature of the river seemed to be 
typical of all the regions near rapids and waterfalls, the powerful 
waters breaking through many channels trying to find an easier 
outlet to the lower level. 
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In one of the smoother stretches of water I suddenly caught 
sight of a huge anaconda (or water boa-constrictor) coiled on a 
bush overhanging the water. He was sound asleep as we came upon 
him, and like most of his kind seemed deaf to boot, for he made 
not the slightest motion in spite of our noise. The head was in- 
visible, but when we were scarcely three feet away I fired into the 
centre of the coil, hoping to inflict some mortal injury. It was a 
rash thing to do. The snake dropped like a shot into the water. 
I could see that he was badly injured, the lower jaw was shot away, 
and one eye blinded, but he began to lash around in his agony, 
and eventually perceiving the cause of his trouble, shot out at the 
boat. We received a bump that sent us back several feet. Had 
we been in an ordinary Indian canoe we should inevitably have 
upset, and been in very serious trouble. But the very impact had 
for a moment driven us out of the serpent’s reach, and before he 
could come up to u.s again 1 fired the remaining .shot from my gun. 
I immediately got out my pistol in ease of further trouble, but tin 
second shot had done its work. The anaconda retreated under 
the bushes, where we could hear him wildly lashing about. I felt 
that we had had (piitc enough excitement for the tini^' being, and 
we pushed on without waiting to renew the fray. Needless to snj, 
the snake felt in no mood to have his size in skins measured In 
the tape line, but he was certainly well over twenty feet in length 

The pilot of our boat took this occasion to clear his chest of n 
long discourse upon snakes in general, and upon anacondas ii 
particular. According to his own account he must have been a 
past master in snake lore, though the only part he had taken in tin 
recent encounter was to yell at the top of his voice. I could onl) 
understand about one word in five, but it was easy enough t( 
gather from his remarks that the Indians were even more afraic 
of the anaconda (called sukuruju in the Lingua Geral) than they 
were of the real boa, his cousin of the forests. The boa is th< 
smaller of the two species, but both varieties of snakes figure very 
largely in native mythology. In this mythology the serpent plays 
the r6lc of a demon of the first order, sharing the liighest honour! 
only with the jaguar, and in part with the crocodile. 

It is well known that neither the boa nor the anaconda ar* 
possessed of poison fangs. They kill their victims by coiling them 
selves around them and crushing them. The pilot, moreover 
added confirmation to a story which I had heard previously to th* 
effect that these snakes need to wrap their tails around a tre< 
trunk in order to get the necessary support for their squeeze, i 
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their victim be of any size. According to the pilot, in case a child 
were caught in the coils, it was useless merely to shoot the snake 
or to cut off ils head, as the automatic contraction of the muscles 
would go on unhindered. It was necessary to cut off the section 
I )( tween the tree and the coiled body. In this way, the serpent 
was powerless to contract and could then safely be killed. 

This story sounded very well, but personally I was inclined to 
iiojtunatc the pilot for life membership in the Ananias Club. 

Late 11 ) the afternoon we came to the end of our day’s journey. 
We were again underneath a huge waterfall, and it was necessary 
to luakc a long portage overland through the forest, though the 
boats liad to be dragged along the river bank. 

’IVhile the boats were being unloaded Mannling and I went on 
alu'jul, following a narrow and almost invisible path. As was to be 
fxpietcd, we took a wrong turning, and arrived, to be sure, in a 
tudloha, but one far in the forest, instead of one on the river above 
Ili< carhoibti. Seeing that we were not permanently lost, I was 
quite content with our mistake, as the nialoka was one of the most 
lull n sting T had seen. We were still in Tariano territory (we had 
|».i->sed by three other Tariano niafokas in the course of the day), 
and se\(ral of its inhabitants bad attended the dubukvri in Yaw'a- 
n to, so tJiat they knew at once who I was, but here everything was 
ei t n more primitive and aboriginal than at Yawnrete itself. There 
were praetieally none of the occasional European knick-knacks 
I had seen on the mam stream of the Uaupes. 

I was so interested m examining the many new things that I saw, 
Hial 1 quite forgot to send word to Manuel telling him where we 
were, so that he, on arriving at his goal, the other mahka, and 
finding that I was not there, immediately concluded that I was 
lost in the forest, and with the Indians started a long search for 
nie. It took some time before everything was straightened out 
and our little party assembled again. 

The whole of the next day was devoted to getting the boats over 
the scries of cachoeiras of which the waterfall was the centre. The 
fall itself was some twenty feet high, the first real fall we had seen. 
The roar of the surging waters could be heard for many miles 
around. To each point in the river where the water was disturbed 
by rocks or where the current was unusually strong, the Indians had 
given a special name, so that from the mouth of the Papory to the 
waterfall, according to native reckoning, we had passed over fifty 
cataracts. 

While the men were busy attending to the portage of the boats, 
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I spent the time among the womenfolk trying to solve the mysteries 
of native cooking. I had been eating Indian food for some time 
without being at all up in the finer rites of their culinary art. Apart 
from the special luxury of fresh fish and meat, the standard Indian 
dishes, it will be remembered, consisted of pimenta, or pepper- 
sauce, and beiju, or mavdioka pancakes, and I stared for hours at 
the busy women and girls preparing these delicacies. 

The fair females were more than a little taken back at my 
attention, but I learned what I wanted. The preparation of pimetiia 
was a simple enough affair. The pepper pods, brought in fresh 
from the fields, were placed in a long open oval basket, and allowed 
to roast over the fire until they were thoroughly parched. They 
were then pounded into powder in a stone mortar with a wooden 
pestle. The powder was then boiled in a fair quantity of water, 
with a number of pieces of old, mouldy fish “ added according to 
taste.” This mixture when Iwiled down to a syTupy consistency, 
and allowed to cool, was the “ hotte.st ” thing I ever tasted. Even 
the fish maggots — and there were a fair number of them in the 
pieces of old fish — were unable to stand the strain and ceased to 
make themselves noticeabh*. 

The preparation of the mandioka was much more complicated. 
1 had noticed a remarkable difference in the taste of the various 
beiju cakes served to us (which showed that we were becoming 
really Indianized, as at first any and all kinds of mandioka were 
absolutely devoid of taste). I was now to see that this difference 
in taste was due to the different ways of preparation, and the differ- 
ent parts of the mandioka meal which were used in baking the 
“ pan-cakes.” It is hardly likely that the present work will be 
used as a cookery book by enterprising young housewives seeking 
to learn Indian recipes, but I cannot resist the temptation to 
describe a Utile of the process of the concoction. 

It was already early afternoon before the women staggered back 
from Ihe plantation, carrying huge baskets of the heavy roots. 
These baskets weighed anything from one to two hundred pounds, 
but no Indian man living would dream of carrying this load for 
his wife, not even for his fiancee. 

On the way back to the maloka, the roots had already been cleaned 
and washed in the river (at the same time the women had taken one 
of their several daily baths), and so by the time they came within 
my ken, the tubers were all ready for peeling. This peeling was 
rather a difficult process as the women had only wooden knives 
or scrapers, and so in many cases the ladies helped matters along 
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by using their teeth. In this case it was necessary carefully to 
spit out all particles of skin and not allow them come into contact 
with the tongue, as the roots still contained the deadly cyanic 
acid. In the Amazon, in skinning a potato, one is playing with 
death. 

The roots then had to be rubbed or grated into a sort of mash. 
This mash was placed in a wide shallow basket, supported on a 
wooden tripod, and then squeezed dry, the basket tray acting as a 
sort of sieve or strainer. The juice which was squeezed out, how- 
ever, was very carefully collected in a jar, because it contained a 
large portion of the mandioka starch, which gradually settled at 
the bottom when the liquid was allowed to stand. When this 
poisonous liquid had been carefully poured off, the precious starch 
or taiHoca flour at the bottom of the jar could then be col- 
lected. 

But to return to the bulk of the mash, which was unable to get 
I 'll ough the sieve. In order to wring out the last atom of moisture, 
Hk mash was shoved into a long thin cylinder of basketwork 
winch, when forcibly lengthened, contracted, squeezing out all the 
Kniaimng jmcc. The forcible lengthening of the basketwork 
cylinder was achieved by hanging one end on a peg, and having 
an Indian woman sit on a pole inserted through the other end. 
An Indian woman weighs a good deal, and when she sits on any- 
thing it bends. This may be one of the reasons why the Indian 
maidens do not sit on their lovers’ knees. 

The juice which trickled out through the cylinder was likewise 
collected in a bowl, but this contained little or no tapioca. If an 
Indian woman be in a bad mood she attempts to feed the raw liquid 
secured in this way to one of her friends, knowing that the friend 
will pass into another sphere. But otherwise she boils it for some 
time until the poison is evaporated, and the liquid is then drunk 
under the name of manikoera. This is a sweety sickly affair, but 
is sometimes rendered delicious by having pineapple juice squeezed 
into it. 

The mash or flour inside of the cylinder had by this time nearly 
all of its water and poisonous juice squeezed out of it. The flour 
could now be extracted and placed over a fire on one of the huge 
open Indian ovens and so made into /ortnAa or beiju. But in many 
cases the dried tapioca flour was remixed with some of the mash, 
before the latter was baked. According to the quantity of the 
mixture, the beiju acquired a different taste. Another type of 
beiju was prepared from tapioca flour alone, while others preferred 
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to boi] the tapioca with water and make it into a sort of gruel 
called takaka. 

This is only a brief epitome of the many uses to which mandioka 
could be and was put. Farinha, manikoera, takaka, kashiri, and 
all the myriad varieties of beiju are only a few isolated items on the 
mandioka menu. But, with the possible exception of kashiri, all 
of these put together are not worth a loaf of bread. 

Late in the evening when the work of the day was over I moved 
on with my little party to the maloka, on the banks of the river, 
so that we might be able to start the next morning without delay. 
This maloka was the last of the Tariano settlements. We were now 
to enter new territory. For the next several days’ journey, the 
river was said to be free from cachodras. It seemed strange to us 
that all of the Tarianos preferred to live by foaming broken waters. 
It was at Yawarete and lpanor4, two of the worst cascades, that 
the Tarianos had made their chief homes. On the Papory, their 
malokas extended all along the first great chain of caehoeiras and no 
further. 

It was at this outpost maloka that I purchased my first paca from 
an Indian— as usual when buying animals with the double purpose 
of mounting the skin and eating the flesh, though the little brute 
scarcely appeared appetizing. At first glance he looked like a huge 
tailless rat ; a better look reminded me of a guinea pig, because his 
coat of reddish brown was lighted by grey stripes. He was indeed a 
rodent, and a distant cousin of the rat, but his flesh — a creamy white 
— tiuned out to be the most delicious I had ever tasted. Even 
Mannling, pigheaded as he was about food as about other things, 
went into raptures over the flesh. 

Now that we were leaving the Tariano territory where we were 
well-known, I ordered a somewhat stricter watch to be kept, 
though I had very few fears for the immediate future. But in any 
case it was arranged that at least one man was to sleep in each boat 
so that these could not be stolen in the night, and in the comer of 
the maloka allotted to us I had everything so arranged that we 
could not be taken by surprise. These precautions were repeated 
every night thereafter. 

The next day we got into our real travelling stride. This day 
was typical of most of the days that followed. I woke about six 
or half past to find that all of the Indians had long been up and 
about, for the Indians always awake long before the sun is up. 
Then there followed a dip in the river, which took some time, 
as even in the Amazon I found the water cold, and had to hang 
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on the bank for several minutes screwing up courage enough to 
get in. At the time that I took my first bath, several of the 
Indians took their second, for every Indian splashes around in the 
water at the slightest excuse. To be sure, he is possessed of neither 
soap or towel — ^but he requires neither. Among my “ trade goods ” 
were both of these articles, which I gave away from time to time, 
but the soap was used only for washing clothes (the only “ clothes,” 
of course, being the skirts of the women), and the towels I could 
never get them to use. Although so cleanly about their persons, 
none of the Indians cleansed their teeth, not even by rubbing them 
with their fingers or a twig, and yet in the vast majority of cases 
the teeth remained beautifully clean and white. 

A little after seven “ breakfast ” was served, consisting of 
Nestlc’s cafS au lait — ^an invaluable aid to every traveller, and a 
slab of heiju. It was etiquette that Mwnling and I were to be 
scrA ed first, followed by Snr. Manuel and all the Brazilian servants. 
I'hcoretically there was a third call for breakfast for the benefit of 
Ihc Indian paddlers (such is the social scale in Brazil), but for the 
most part the Indians ate w’hen and what they pleased. I pro- 
vided them with farinha, the coarse mandioka flour, and the rest 
of their food they scrounged for themselves, though after the 
Brazilians had finished eating, a pot with anything that was left 
(and Pequeneno took care to see that there was very little) was 
pushed by Joaquim with his foot towards the Indians. In his 
opinion to have handed them anything would have lowered his 
dignity. I could never instil into my Brazilian attendants any 
of my enthusiasm for the sons of the forest. With the exception 
of Manuel, they were all too busy trying to cover up their own 
almosKpure Indian ancestry to allow them to sympathize with 
their cousins of the jungle. 

About eight o’clock everything was packed up and stowed away 
in the boats, but not until after the natives had been paid for the 
beiju we had consumed, and the various ” trophies ” (specimens of 
Indian arts and crafts) which I had acquired. Immediately there- 
after all of us went down to the riverside, a quarter or half a mile 
away, followed by the whole population of the nudoka, who thus 
gave us a formal send-off. The front part of each boat was taken 
up by the Indian paddlers, who were exposed to sun and to rain, 
but the rear part, covered by an arched mat of bamboo and palm 
leaves, protected the more valuable baggage, and when the baggage 
was well packed, there was still room under the “ awning ” for 
two persons — ^though it was a tight squeeze. Mannling and I 
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shared one boat> Snr. Manuel and Pequeneno the oth^, though 
why the little brat had more claim to cover than Joaquim 
was mote than I could see. But when an arrangement works 
smoothly it is well for an Admiral to have a blind eye for “ dis- 
crepancies.” 

Once we were off, a wild race sprang up between the two 
vessels of the fleet. Considering that it was incredibly hard work 
pulling our heavy craft upstream, and in many eases against a 
torrential current, I was surprised that the Indians did not prefer 
to take it easily. But their pride in their jwowess on the water 
and the spirit of competition urged them on. Shamefacedly, I 
must admit that my flagship, the B^la Tristena, being more 
heavily built, lagged behind, until I suddenly hit upon the idea 
of transforming the Indian paddles into English oars, by means of 
poles tied on to the handles, so 'tint my crew were able to row 
and not merely paddle. 1 was surprised to find that my Indians 
not only entered into the spirit of the thing, but rowed remarkably 
well, considering that they had always paddled and never rowed. 
With the greater driving power of the oars we soon overtook 
and passed our rival amidst loud hoots and jeers. 

Hour after hour we continued on our journey with the virgin 
unbroken forest on either side. In the heat of the day we pas- 
sengers dozed for a minute or two, but the journey was never 
wearying, there was too much to do and to see. Apart from my 
reading and studying, my notebooks and diary had to be attended 
to. Each day brought new facts, new words, new impressions to 
be entered up. The compass had to be watched almost constantly 
as I intended to make a compass survey map of the country 
through which we passed — ^particularly of the Papory, of which 
so little is known. All of the existing maps of the region flatly 
contradicted one another, and none of them were within a 
hundred miles of being correct. The size, extent, even the 
direction of the Papory, was guesswork, and very bad guesswork 
at that. 

Finally the shot-gun had to be kept closely at hand. The 
Indians had a remarkably sharp and observant eye and ear. 
The slight cracking of a twig, or a tuft of colour, told them 
of a bird or beast not far from the river bank; this meant a 
stealthy stalk, a quick shot, and not infrequently another addition 
to my zoological collection. Then came the long, wearying work 
of cleaning, stuffing and mounting the skins. In the case of the 
smaller birds this was particularly nerve racking, so delicate were 
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the skins that the slightest false movement rendeied the vrhole 
thing useless. 

Fortunately during most of the journey up the Papory, the 
nudokas lay only three or four hours apart, so that by noon we 
had arrived at a new settlement. We stayed tiiere for a couple of 
hours, during which time Joaquim cooked the midday meal, and I 
had occasion to examine everyone and everything in the huge 
house. Then, early in the afternoon, the journey was continued. 
Sometime before the sunset we arrived at a second maloka where 
we would stay for the night. Almost every day brought us to two 
new centres of Indian life, and day by day I could thus increase my 
knowledge of Indian lore. 

On this first day after leaving the Tarianos behind us, we came 
towards noon to a new and especially spick and span Waikano 
maloka. The Waikanos here were no longer the half subject 
people which we had met on the Uaupes itself, but representatives 
of a proud and independent tribe. We were gradually approaching 
the great centre of the Waikano peoples from which the Colonists 
on the Uaupes had emigrated — usually beeause they had made 
things too hot for them at home. In this particular maloka I was 
struck by the skin colour of several of the inhabitants. It was 
almost a pure lemon-yellow, without that tincture of dark brown 
that makes us speak of the “ red ” Indians. Under ordinary cir- 
cumstances one might be led to suppose that this difference in 
colour denoted a separate origin and race for the Waikanos, but 
one has to be extremely carefitl about making general assotions 
about racial matters in this region. Where the mothers of the 
tribesmen come for countless generations from alien tribes, each 
tribe is necessarily of exceedingly mixed stock, and it is now 
practically impossible to refer any particular physical characteristie 
to any particular tribal group. The language of the pet^le, hoW" 
ever, showed most clearly that we were away fiom the intruding 
Aruak stock, represented by the Tarianos, and were now back 
among the Betoya peoples. 

In view of what our pilot " had told me about the Indian 
worship of snakes, I was particularly interested to note the decora- 
tion of the four chief wooden pillars supporting the roof of the 
maloka. Each of the two rear posts was decorated with a repre- 
sentation of a long winding boa, done in black and white. On the 
two front pillars the figures were a little more anthropomorphized 
and represented something half snake, half man. They were 
portraits of the demoniac King of the Snakes. The colouring was 
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more varied than on the rear posts, and included red, svhite, black, 
and yellow. All of these colours consisted of thin layers of, according 
to one school of anthropologists, coloured clay. 

These fantastic portraits were not the only signs of artistry and 
craftsmanship in the maloka. I found several of the women busy 
with the making of pottery. Pottery is one of the chief interests 
of all anthropologists. It is by a study of the various stages of 
pottery that a great deal of the early history of the human race 
has been traced. I was therefore to be excused for neglecting much 
of the interminable palaver with the chief that was customary 
on our arrival at a new maloka, in order to devote all of my time 
to the women who were hard at work with their nimble fingers. 

It is probable that pottery was one of the earliest of human 
inventions. There are a number of still existing tribes which have 
never reached the potteiy stage, but the vise of cooking pots has 
usually come a long time before the use of clothes, or the knowledge 
of any form of weaving, and may therefore be considered the first 
stage of civilization. Beyond a doubt, it is the women who have 
been responsible for this development, and in the North-west 
Amazon, as in several other parts of the world, pot making is 
still a female monopoly. This is probably due to the fact that the 
women have charge of the family cooking — or rather, of the 
family boiling, for the North-west Amazon is once more true to 
type in that all food, when boiled, is prepared by women, but 
when roasted or smoked (the only other types of cooking known) 
its preparation is undertaken by the men. 

In the pottery, we had another very strong evidence of the cul- 
tural unity of the whole of the region watered by the Uaupes and 
its tributaries, as the pots being made here were almost identical 
with those I had seen everywhere else. They were of all sizes and 
shapes, from huge basins for holding kashiri, into which a man 
could have crawled, to tiny little jars containing the blue-black 
genipapo body paint. In shape and size, the pottery of this region was 
similar to that of the Aruaks to the north and east, but whereas the 
Aruak pottery was coloured, and frequently was painted with some 
elaborate design, all of the Betoya pots I saw (with the sole excep- 
tion of the mysterious Kaapi jars, 1o be mentioned subsequently) 
were finished with only a uniform black glaze. They were usually 
without ornament, though occasionally simple geometrical designs, 
such as lozenges, etc., had been pressed into the sides with fingers, 
or a stick. The black colour was given by rubbing on a mixture of 
soot, and the sticky semi-resinous juice from a certain tree. 
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It is obvious from the uniformity of the pottery of this region that 
not only were women its inventors, but that they were the agents of 
its universal spread. In a land where every woman must marry 
outside of her own tribe, it is obvious that when she makes her 
home amongst a new people, she brings her knowledge of ceramics 
with her, and it is certain that many tribes first acquired their 
acquaintance with pottery through the women they had begged, 
borrowed, or stolen. 

Considering the simplicity of their apparatus it was remarkable 
what artistic results these women could attain. Nowhere in the 
new world was that most useful of all simple inventions, the 
potter’s wheel, known or even dreamed of. Everything was 
entirely done by hand. Clay, of course, is very common in the 
Amazon, but clay suitable for pottery is comparatively rare and is 
highly prized. It is nearly all of a rich fatty quality, blue-grey in 
colour, and when, by careful kneading, it has been more or less 
refined and clear from pebbles and other impurities, it is straight 
away mixed with the ashes of a certain kind of bark to give it 
greater tenacity. 

The prepared clay is then rolled into snake-like coils. These 
coils are placed on top of one another in such a way as to give the 
pot the desired shape and size. A wooden scraper then smoothes 
the coils to a uniform mass, and the pot is ready for drying. 

Work on these pots had cAudently been going on for some time, 
as there were a good number in various stages of preparation, 
some fully baked and glazed, others just drying. Pequeneno, as 
might be expected, managed to make a fool of himself by picking 
up one of the heaviest of the half-baked jars, thereby allowing the 
bottom to fall out, and causing a good ten days’ hard work to go 
for nothing 1 

After leaving this Waikano maloka behind us, we pushed cm 
until sunset, when wc reached the first important tributary of the 
Papory, which flowed in from the south. During the whole of 
this journey the river had continued free from cachoeiras, and con- 
sequently was a single stream several hundred yards broad, 
unbroken by islands. 
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CONFERENCE — ^AND A PEACE'FIPE 

yA T the junction of the Papory with this tributary we 
found quite a large Indian settlement, inhabited by our 
old friends the Tukanos. In this place we settled down 
•X for the night. Our supply of fresh meat was exhausted, 
and so I at once attempted to buy from our hosts something in 
the way of flesh or fish. But we had come at an unlucky time. 
The Indians themselves had only pimenta and except for a 

huge “ Barrigudo ” monkey, which one of the hunters had shot 
that afternoon, but this was good-naturedly ofl’ered us. The 
Indians were surprised that I did not at once jump at their offer, 
as monkey was considered by them to be a groat delicacy, and, 
indeed, after thinking the matter over, the prejudice against the 
eating of monkeys, for the most part extremely clean eaters, 
seemed absmd. Consequently, after a moment’s hesitation, I 
gladly accepted the offer, and a few minutes later the carcass was 
roasting away on the spit. 

In contrast with our experiment with parrots, the monkey feast 
turned out to be a great success. Mannling, of course, rather than 
eat this outlandish dish, went supperless to bed, but I only 
smacked my lips and ate his portion as well, though I must admit 
that when Joaquim handed me an arm with the hand still on it, 
it looked too much like an infant’s hand to be entirely pleasant. 

But there are monkeys and monkeys. Some species are particu- 
larly tasty. Others are almost uneatable. This is rather remark- 
able, when we remember that all of the American monkeys belong 
to one sub-order — the plaiyrrhince, or broad-nosed monkeys— in 
contrast to all of the monkey families of the Old World. Un- 
doubtedly the New World monkeys are much more primitive than 
their African or Asiatic cousins, or, perhaps, it would be better to 
say that they are more unlike man. An instance of this is the 
well-known fact that whereas none of the Old World monkeys 
have prehensile tails (in many cases, in fact, the tail has practicaUy 

no 
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disappeared), many, though not all, of the American monkeys are 
able to use their tmls almost as a sort of extra hand. Again, 
whereas the number and the arrangement of the teeth amongst 
the Old World monkeys is exactly the same as amongst human 
beings, the New World monkeys have three premolar teeth instead 
of two. 

Amongst the monkeys of South America, the barrigudo species 
plays the part of the proud and pompous gentleman. As the 
name implies {bmrigudo means fat in Portuguese), he is possessed 
of an enormous pot«belly, so swollen that at first he looks diseased, 
while his chest is narrow and thin. 

As luck would have it, not only was the chief of this particular 
settlement present, but the overlord of all of the malokat on the 
tributary happened to be on a visit, and as he was an exceedingly 
shrewd and capable old man, I got him into a long conversation 
on the surrounding country and its inhabitants after our roast 
monkey had been consumed. As a sort of payment for his garrulity, 
I gave him a package of cigarettes (always a welcome present 
amongst the Indians), but, following good native etiquette, he 
preferred to seize at intervals the pipe which 1 was smoking. He 
would take a few puffs and then return it, unwiped, to me. 

In this part of the world it did not pay to believe in germs, 
and so we continued to puff at the same pipe until far into the 
night, chatting the meanwhile concerning all manner of things. I 
was very anxious to learn from the old chief something about the 
tributary river on which we were, which, though a large and 
important stream, was not marked on any of the maps I had with 
me. He told me that the river was called by the natives Turi 
Igarape, and that it maintained its southerly direction from 
its source. From this source a path led in one day to the Yapo 
Igarape, a direct tributary of the Uaupes, while another path led 
in two days to the River Tikie, the other direct tributary of the 
Uaupes, which we had passed three weeks earlier. The Turi 
Igarape itself, I was told, was the seat of five Tukano nudokas, 
over all of which my fellow pipe-smoker was overlord. My noble 
friend informed me, with a certain air of disdain, that for many 
days further up the main Papory River we should be inside of the 
Waikano territory, but that eventually we should once more come 
amongst the Tukanos. He spoke as if this re-meeting with the 
Tukanos was to be a long-looked-for pleasure 1 1 I could always 
tell a Tukano in three seconds by his sinful pride, for in this 
quality the average Tukano comes second only to the average 
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Englishman. Only those acquainted with the expression, “It 
may be all right, but it isn’t the British way of doing things,” could 
have understood what a Tukano meant when he said that he was 
a Tukano. 

When he was busy sucking my pipe, and I had a chance to slip 
in a word edgeways, 1 asked my new friend how it came about 
that the various Tukano maiokas were so widely scattered, 
instead of being grouped together, as was the case with the settle- 
ments of most of the other tribes. In answer to this question, I 
was told that in the old days the Tukanos were in sole possession 
of all of the Lower Uaupes, and of the Tikie and Papory Rivers 
as well, but that gradually other tribes had filtered in, forming 
settlements between the various Tukano groups. The Tarianos 
had from the north, the Waikanos from the north-west. Formerly 
the Waikanos had lived on the upper reaches of the Uaupes, in 
close union with the Wananas, but subsequently the Waikanos 
had broken away from the Wananas and, wandering down the 
Maku Igarape, had eventually occupied long stretches of territory 
along the banks of the Papory. 

This story coincided very well with what I had heard earlier 
from the Tarianos, but I was still puzzled as to how it was that 
the proud, warlike Tukanos had allowed these intruders to settle 
in their territory. To my enquiries on this subject the old chief 
could only reply that “ once upon a time,” long ago, many, many 
Tukanos had gone away — all at once — ^leaving much of their old 
territory deserted. These vacant gaps were gradually filled in 
by the over-populated tribes of the adjacent regions. I felt that 
1 was at last on the track of some historical fact of great interest — 
of a great exodus or migration that would throw a great light on 
the development of the whole of the North-west Amazon — ^but 
many weeks were to elapse before I could learn more of this great 
migration and of its causes. 

On this particular occasion I was diverted from the subject by 
the old chiefs account of a strange, mysterious people called the 
MakUf or Pogsa. I had already heard various wild stories about 
this tribe, but it had been difficult to get confirmation, so that I 
was particularly interested in what my friend had to say on the 
subject. He seemed to regard the Pogsa as the old-time white 
slave owner regarded the negro — as something scarcely hiunan. 
From the old chiefs account it was obvious that the Pogsas stood 
on a much lower cultural stage than any of the Betoya or Aruak 
tribes. Unlike the latter, the Pogsas, according to the old chief. 
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were possessed of no tribal organization. They were without any 
settled abode, wandering in small bands through the forest, never 
staying longer than a few days in any one place. They were 
acquainted with no form of agriculture, eating only the wild frmts 
and roots of the forest. They were ignorant even of the use of 
the canoe, and lived in th£ heart of the forest, far away from the 
rivers. Although the Tukanos were bound to take their wives 
from some other tribe, under no conditions could intermarriage 
between a Tukano — or a member of any other Betoya tribe — and 
a Pogsa take place. 

On the other hand, I was told that the Tukanos from time to 
time made long raiding expeditions into the forest, captured some 
of the younger Pogsas, and brought them up to act as slaves. My 
old friend had previously had several such slaves, but two had 
escaped, and the others had died. He was now preparing for 
another slave-raiding expedition to recoup himself for his loss. 
1 was impatient to learn more of these utterly primitive people, 
but the old chief told me that further up the Papory 1 should 
probably have an opportunity of seeing them — at least in captivity 
as slaves in some Tukano tnedoka. 

By the time that we parted for the night the old chief and I 
had become firm friends. Early the next morning he tried to 
persuade me to make an excursion up the Turi Igarape, and visit 
the other malokas vmder his jurisdiction. This would have been 
very pleasant, but it was necessary to push forward as rapidly as 
possible, and so I was forced to refuse. 

Seeing that we had paid well for all the provisions we had 
“ bought ” here, the overlord offered to send a special messenger 
to the next maloka to bring us some pineapples and chickens. 
Living as we were from hand to mouth, I was very glad to accept 
this offer, and instead of moving on, we spent the whole morning 
in the same place. 

The time was very pleasantly spent. I showed the natives my 
books containing animal pictures. Every picture was greeted 
with shrieks of joy. Particularly was this the case where the 
animal was well known locally, or was associated with a tribal 
name. Thus, for example, a picture of the monstrous beaked tukan 
bird was the particular joy of the Tukano children. - ' ^ 

I was, however, surprised to find how slow the Indians were lb 
i«cogii^ng the pictures of familiar animals. In many cases I had 
to tell them what some very passable likenesses of common animals 
were supposed to be. This, I think, was due to their entire 
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ignorance of pictures of any sort. At first they could only see 
meaningless black and white lines on a piece of paper. 

The old chief was an even more excited spectator than the children 
of the tribe. He was visibly upset when I refused to sell him my 
books of wonders. Failing to secure these, he was cuudous to 
purchase one of the mouse-traps which the Museiun had lent me 
in order to secure specimens of the Amazonian rodents. It was 
not so much that his tnalokas were plagued with mice (in spite of 
constant setting, I managed on my whole journey to secure only 
some dozen specimens), as that he regarded the traps as the most 
magnificent playthings he had ever seen. To set the trap, suid 
then to spring it with a stick, or on the finger of one of his un- 
suspecting tribesmen, was the summit of his joy. 

I managed to find almost equal amusement in an Indian 
invention, a combination baby-chair, carriage, and cradle. A 
small wooden hoop, through which sagged two bast bands, was 
suspended by a cord from one of the beams. It came within a 
few inches &om the floor. A baby was then inserted inside the 
hoop, the bands acting as a sort of chair. The infant could just 
reach the ground with his feet, so that he could either sit or walk 
as he pleased. If he walked, he could not fall, as the hoop sup- 
ported him, nor could he walk far, for after going a certain distance 
his feet could no longer reach the ground, and he automatically 
swung back. It was a really wonderful idea. The infants were 
kept out of harm’s way while the mothers were busy. The children 
were prevented from crawling around in the dirt, and yet they 
were kept constantly amused. I was surprised that the white man 
had not thought of anything so useful. 

The Indians had as much hesitation in disposing of their baby- 
carriage as I of my mouse-trap, but eventually a “ swop ” was 
agreed upon, just as the provisions arrived from the neighbouring 
maloka. Everything being now in order, we ate an early lunch, 
and set off on our jommey once more. 

I had been so pleased with the monkey meat of the preceding 
evening, that when, later in the afternoon, I heard the chattering 
of a band of monkeys in the jungle, I ordered the boats to stop 
while we went on a foraging expedition. This and other similar 
hunting raids were rendered extremely difficult by the denseness 
of the forest. Not only was speed impossible, but the necessity 
of hacking our way tlu'ough the undergrowth made it almost 
impossible to maintain the necessary noiselessness, and at the 
slightest alarm the intended prey was off and away. On this 
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occasion nre were comparatively lucky, for we managed to shoot 
three of the monkeys before the whole band, with loud screeches, 
todk to flight. Only two of the victims could we salvage, the 
third had been caught hy the branches high up in the air, and 
was out of reach. One of the two seemed only slightly injured, 
and I hoped by careful nursing to bring him back as a captive, but 
later in the same evening, our poor little victim died. Unlike the 
paunchy barrigudo of the previous day, the monkeys we shot on 
this occasion were thin, wiry, extraordinarily long-armed little 
creatures. My Tukanos called them waki, and I have never seen 
this exact species before or since. I can give them no other name. 

Not long afterwards we passed by a deserted maloka. I asked 
one of the paddlers why its inhabitants had left a house that still 
seemed to be in good condition. He told me that it was because 
the chief of the place had died. This was well in accord with 
native customs in many different parts of the world. In many 
places (I remember the head-hunters of Formosa in particular) 
the whole house is abandoned on the death of any person. This 
is done obviously to avoid being “ haimted ” by the ghost of the 
departed. But in the Amazon Basin the “ spook ” of an ordinary 
person did not seem to be considered very dangerous, for I learned 
that although it was the custom to bury all bodies in the earth 
inside the maloka, in the case of an ordinary tribesman, the other 
inhabitants did not feel impelled to shift after the funeral. A 
nonentity in this world was supposed to be a nonentity in the 
next and not likely to cause harm. A powerful chief, however, 
and, even more, a notorious “ medicine man ’* was likely to prove 
more troublesome, and after the death of such a person the 
other tribesmen preferred to erect some other abode, thinking 
that the ghost would never have sense enough to follow them to 
their new residence. I was told that at other times a move was 
made to a new locality became the ground in the old plantation 
had been exhausted and a new fertile section, cleared from the 
virgin forest, was needed. As far as I could make out, the life of a 
maloka was only about twenty years. 

As it was nearly sunset, we tried to find the maloka which had 
been erected to take the place of the deserted building, in order 
to rest there for the night. But the new maloka mmt have been 
well hidden in the woods, for though we followed various seeming 
trails for over an hour, we could not find it. Unfortunately there 
was a heavy rainfall while we were searching, and all of our party 
were soaked. In the end we abandoned our search, and rowed 
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on to the next settlement. This was only a few miles away, but 
before we could get there Snr. Manuel and Pequeneno had become 
tlH»oughIy chilled. We did at last arrive, but the damage had 
been done, and by nightfall both men were suffering from high 
fever. I was afraid that serious complications might set in, but 
I could do no more than wrap both patients up in their blankets, 
and dope them with quinine and idragin. 

I, too, felt wobbly, but it was necessary for me to sit up far 
into the night in order to prepare the skins of the monkeys and 
birds we had secured. It is difficult to conceive how much time 
such work entailed. By now 1 had passed beyond the novice stage, 
but still it took half an hour to prepare each bird, and over an 
hour to prepare each moidcey. 

This long tedious work enabled me to observe how extra- 
ordinarily broken the sleep of the average Indian was. Although 
the natives are expert at hammock-making, they have never 
learned the weaving of blankets. And as the nights, even in the 
Amazon (and here we were directly under the Equator), are 
distinctly cool, to keep off the chill, fires are made close to 
the hammocks, and these fires have to be replenished at least five 
or six times during the night. The Indian, therefore, is accustomed 
to awake every hour or so, crawl out of his hammock, place more 
wood on the fire, and then crawl back again. During the long 
hours that I was awake this took place several times, and not 
infrequently on such occasions two or three would squat for a few 
minutes over the fires, smoke a communal cigarette, gossip for a 
few minutes, and then go back to sleep again. It is remarkable 
that the Indians have the gift of waking and sleeping when and 
as often as they please, as it is in marked contrast to many primitive 
peoples, particularly in the wilds of Africa, with whom a long, 
deep emd unbroken sleep is an absolute physical necessity. 

By morning the two invalids were much better, but as they 
were not yet fully recovered, I decided to make once more only 
a half-day’s journey, so as not to overtax their strength. 

We eventually got under way, however. An hour or two later 
we again came across an anaconda, curled on a bush projecting 
out of the water. Warned by our previous experience, we were 
more careful in aiming, and fired two quick shots one after another 
into the centre of the gleaming coils, which immediately fell, a 
writhing mass, into the water below. This time the great snake 
was done for, and a minute or two later we were able to haul him 
into the boat. This snake was smaller than the one which had 
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escaped us, and was only some eighteen feet in length. Even this, 
for a boa-constrictor, would have been enormous, but it is generally 
believed that some anacondas grow to over twice this size. Snr. 
Manuel swore that he had seen one that was over forty feet long, 
but as he was in the habit of swearing only when the matter was 
extremely doubtful, this statement had to be taken with a grain 
of salt. 

In accmdance with our plan, we stopped at the first settlement 
we saw early in the afternoon. As we landed, two or three of the 
men were outside the maloka, but these rushed inside as soon as 
they saw us. This seemed to be an act of unfriendliness, but 
actually it was only in accord with native ideas of etiquette. 
When a guest leaves, the whole population comes down to the 
bank to see him off ; but when he arrives, everyone must scurry 
inside the maloka and wait for the visitor to present himself 
formally at the doorway of the community house, when, if he be 
of importance, everyone, one by one, with brief intervals between 
each person, comes forward to meet him. 

Although we were now well beyond the limits of Nicolao’s 
jurisdiction, and in the heart of the Waikano country, I found 
that the news concerning my little party had already spread far 
up the river. The chief of this new maloka was anxious to know 
which of us was “ Dotoro." The title of doctor could have meant 
nothing to the natives, and yet it seemed to have a strange fascina- 
tion for them. The friendliness which these Indians displayed 
became, in fact, a little embarrassing. As it was obvious that no 
one could be shocked, and as the afternoon was oppressively hot, 
I stripped down to my bathing shorts. This brought about little 
cries of excitement — ^not, as 1 thought at first, on accoimt of my 
lack of clothes, but because of the paint which had been applied 
to my skin for the dancing in Yawarete, and which had not yet 
worn off. The natives seemed to be astonished to see a white man 
adorned with full tribal colours. Before long, several of the 
women sidled up and began to feel my arms and chest in order to 
find out if there was some unusual quality about my skiq. So 
persistent were they in their attentions that I had to call to Snr. 
Manuel to entice the fair damsels away. He invited the ladies to 
feel hia arms and chest — but this invitation seemed to be too 
much for my admirers, cmd they inunediately went back to thdr 
work. 

We had come to a very industrious community. The nuMca 
was large and new, the front artistically decorated with clay 
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colours, and the whole place showed signs of constant attention. 
All afternoon the men busied themselves with basket-making, 
while the women were occupied with cooking. In this part of the 
world all basket-work seemed to be done by men. It would appear 
that, while pottery was a female invention, the art of basket- 
making was first discovered by men. These Indian basket-makers 
evinced a great deal of skill. The materials they used were bamboo 
and cane. The more ordinary baskets were all of one colour, but 
the finer specimens were ornamented with dark blue and red 
designs. 

The large cylindrical baskets they were making were for carrying 
nUmdihka roots, while the wide flat tray -like baskets were to be 
used either as sieves or strainers, or in place of dishes for holding 
the huge beiju cakes. Needless to say, the Indians had no plates 
or dishes, as we know them, and such things as knives, forks, and 
spoons were not even dreamed of. 

Owing to a very hospitable cxistom, I was able to see exactly 
not only what but how the Indians ate. Every day, not long 
after our arrival at a new tnaloka, the women-folk would bring 
out a basket tray heaped with beiju and a cooking-pot containing 
pimenta. These were deposited near the entrance of the house 
where I and my crew were assembled. My paddlers seemingly 
ignored these proceedings until the hostess (usually the wife of 
the chief) grunted the word “ Eat.” Then, like springing tigers, 
my native followers leaped forwards to their banquet. Squatting 
in a circle around the food, each would tear off with his fingers a 
piece of the beiju, dip it into the pimenta pot, and then stow it 
into his mouth. 

On those occasions when fish was plentiful, some smoked dried 
fish would be served on another basket tray. These, too, would be 
picked to pieces with the fingers, and eaten with slabs of beiju. 
What need was there for all our elaborate cutlery ? Drinking was 
an equally simple matter. Gourds (or calabashes) served as cups. 
In most cases the drinkables, whether water, kaahiri, mandioka 
water, or tapioca gruel, were not served separately, but were 
brought in one huge container. This went the round of the diners, 
passing from hand to hand, and from mouth to mouth. 

Peering and poking into each comer of the various mdlokas, 1 
could see that, even at home, eating and drinking went on in very 
much the same way, although among the Indians one could not 
talk about ‘‘ family meals,” as the men invariably ate first and 
alone. The wife and children got whatever was left over. 
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Kathiri, the native “ beer,” was not always on tap, being pre- 
pared only once eveiy two or three weeks. In tl^ particular 
makka, however, the women were busy preparing for another 
party. We could see — and hear — them chewing and spitting, the 
whole of the afternoon and evening. I was even able to secure a 
calabash full of the first brew for myself. 

The chief of this mdloka had as pets the two most beautiful 
macaws (ororos) I had ever seen. Their magnificent scarlet, gold, 
and purple plumage seemed the embodiment of the romance of 
the Tropics. They flew all over the mahka, and even out mto Uie 
surrounding jungle, but they invariably came back to their master 
to be fed. From the native point of view, these huge ” parrots ” 
were extremely useful animals, because, whenever new festive 
adornment was needed, the necessary feathers could be plucked 
from this captive coloured-feather factory, as the birds produced 
two and even three new sets of plumage each year. I could quite 
understand the fact that their owner was loth to part with them, 
and refused my tempting offers. 

I spent a strenuous evening skinning my anaconda^an almost 
heart-breaking task, because his skin refused to puU off, and every 
inch of his eighteen feet had to be cut off with a special knife, and 
with utmost care, to see that no fat remained on the skin. But 
the dissection of both anaconda and boas is of interest, in that 
both of these snakes still show faint vestiges in their internal 
anatomy of two hind legs. They are monuments to the time of 
the ancient reptile supremacy, when all snakes possessed either 
legs, or wings, or flappers. It is obvious from these vestiges that 
the anacondas and boas are amongst the very oldest members of 
the snake group as it at present exists. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


A JUNGLE KINO 

F or several days the river had been almost unbroken, but 
the next day, after a few hours’ pull, we came to another 
series of rapids, which we could pass only with the 
greatest difficulty. It seemed as though the rapids were 
caused by the water having to break through a clump of low hills. 
We could see, on either side of the river, these hills rear up their 
forest-covered backs against the sky. But underneath the trees 
and a thin layer of earth was the same uniform granite and gneiss 
we had found on the Rio Negro. We were still inside the domain 
of “ the lost continent,” although wc were hundreds of miles 
further west and south than it was supposed ever to have extended. 
The hills were monuments placed there by Nature in memory of 
a dead continent. 

Twice was it necessary to unload the boats and pull them over 
the huge granite crags exposed by the fury of the torrent. On 
the second occasion, as tdl of my men were occupied with the 
boats, I glanced up at the overhanging bank high above us, and 
was astounded to see four or five strange Indian heads peering out 
between the trees. These strangers appeared to have been there 
for some time, without giving a hint of their presence. At first I 
was frightened, lest their intentions be hostile, but when I called 
out to them, they came down to where we were, and began a long, 
but entirely friendly, pow-wow. It was evident that they had 
some curious proposition weighing upon their minds, which they 
were timid about expressing. 

Eventually they unburdened their souls to my Indian “ pilot.” 
It seemed that here, as elsewhere, the natives had heard of the 
coming of the strange white man, supposedly possessed of magic 
powers. The maloka of these Indians, which lay hidden far away 
on the forest, had recently been afflicted by illness, an illness 
which affected nearly all the children, so that they were anxious 
that I should perform on the children the mysterious name* 
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giving ceremony of the white men in order to prevent further 
evil. 

It took scone time before the real meaning of their request 
penetrated my thick skull. The pilot, seeing my perplexity, 
assured me that 1 had only to pour water on the children and give 
them a name — ^they were asking me to perform the sacrament of 
baptism 1 1 1 These Indians did not even pretend to be Christians. 
They had not the slightest interest in the white man's religion. 
Many of them had never even seen a white man before, but, no 
doubt, as the result of the missionary activity on the far-away 
Rio Negro many decades ago, the news had spread, in the strange, 
fitful Indian way, of a magic rite which could be administered only 
by a white man, and which brought good luck, especially to 
children. 

1 was so astounded at the request that at first I thought of 
refusing it, but at the idea of the simple faith of these dwellers 
in the forests, I was touched, and leaving Sm. Manuel to supervise 
the work with the boats, I set out with the Indians through the 
jungle, accompanied only by Pequeneno, who was burdened with 
salt, candles, and the medicine chest, as I had a secret suspicion 
that the healing powers of baptism would be increased if a little 
quinine-giving were mixed up with it. 

Eventually the settlement was reached, and the brats brought 
forward for my inspection. They ranged from infants in arms to 
youngsters well in their teens. There then came the troublesome 
business of choosing names. I wished to preserve the euphony of 
the Indian nsimes, and baptize the children with names originally 
given them by their parents. But this was impossible, because, 
even to me, the Baptizer, the parents refused to reveal the native 
names of their offspring. In this part of the world, as in many 
others, a name was something profoundly secret and sacred. A 
name was part of the soul, and a stranger, by magic rites, could 
bring disaster upon a man if he but possessed the secret of the 
name. 

Strangely enough, this applied only to native names. A name 
given them by a white man was rendered safe by the magic power 
of baptism, and could be freely employed. For this reason I was 
forced to fall back on namra from the far-away land of the white 
man. But 1 was not anxious to increase the already huge crop of 
Pedros and Joaos, and so I dubbed my male patients Plato, 
Diogenes, and Cicero. In one case, being at a loss for a name, 
1 must, with shame, confess that I christened an innocent 
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youth Anonymoual, but this name aemned to meet wStibi especial 
appreciation. 

With the girls my task was easier. I revenged myself up<m the 
various young ladies of Europe, whose hand I had sought (and 
who had rejected or jilted me), by giving their names to the 
maidens of the jimgk. 

In spite of my inexperience in sacramental matters (at my own 
baptism I was too busy trying to kick the clergyman to remember 
much of the minor details), the ceremony went off in great style, 
except for one untoward accident. The maloka possessed two or 
thkce huge japo birds as pets. During the cer^ony they were 
busy among the rafters, with one eye on the strange happenings 
down below, and the other for any insect prey within their reach. 
Suddenly one of them lunged out at a huge spider — and just 
missed him — ^but the spider, in a fright, fell down upon my neck, 
and then dropped to the ground, ^e pursuing japo had secured 
and gobbled him before he could escape, but not before I gave a 
sharp yelp at the sudden interruption. I could only hope that 
the Inmans did not consider this an integral part of the baptismal 
ceremony. 

By the time that all the children had been suitably christened, 
and I had made my way back to the river, the boats had been 
safely brought above the rapids, and we could go on our way 
again. From this time on 1 frequently took a hand at pcuidling, 
in order to harden my muscles in preparation for any ordeals 
which the future might bring us. I knew that our crew would 
only go to a definite point, and that beyond this it was uncertain 
whether we should get sufficient men to handle the boats. 

Late in the afternoon we came to the mouth of a large tributary 
flowing in from the north. On the main river, almost opposite 
the mouth of the tributary, we saw a huge maloka, the whole 
front of which had been adorned with elaborately painted geo- 
metrical designs. Here we halted for the night, and I found that 
we had now reached the very centre of the Waikano territory. 
The chief of this maloka was the overlord over all the Waikano 
settlements on the Papory and its tributaries. We had once more 
come to the seats of the mighty. 

Shortly after our arrival we betook ourselves to bed, as we were 
worn out by the day’s exertions, but the next day, instead of 
continuing the journey, we stayed on largely in order to cultivate 
the chiefs acquaintance, and to see how he governed his jungle 
kingdom. The chief in question was really a most impressive 
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figure. There was an air of quiet forcefulness, of concentrated 
and controlled energy, of reserved dignity about him that would 
have made him a noticeable figure even amongst European 
potentates, and, in fact, the territory over which he ruled must 
have been equal in siic to some of the smaller European states. 
Though he was but a *' nidced savage,*’ he made his plans and 
delivered his orders with a laconic decisiveness which could only 
be based upon long administrative experience and an assured sense 
of power. 

As regards all minor matters, every maloka, with its local chief, 
appears to be more or less autonomous. Many of the individual 
malokas we visited seemed to be absolutely independent of aU-" 
outside control. But for the most part, a powerful chief exercises 
a certain control over all the surrounding meHohas. The extent 
and nature of this control depends, no doubt, upon the power and 
forcefulness of the overlord, but should the overlord be a man of 
character, he seems to exercise a great deal of influence throughout 
all of the vast tribal domain. 

1 found in this maloka two or three chiefs from other Waikano 
settlements, who had come to talk over matters of policy with 
their suzerain. A cousin of Kandi — ^this was the overlord’s name — 
had just returned from a visit to various other malokas^ and 1 
heard him give his august relative a detailed account of all he had 
seen and heard. 

Almost as interesting as the overlord was the witch-doctor, or 
medicine man, who also exercised many of the functions of a 
tribal high priest. Nominally each tribe, in most cases each 
maloka, possesses such a personage, but further down the river 
the medicine men had been less conspicuous, and the practice of 
their art more secret. The medicine man in this maloka was 
sufficiently skilfrd for his fame to have spread throughout the 
district. He was a near relative of Kandi, and obviously, next to 
the chief, the most important personage in the ’* Kingdom.” 

Just as we arrived at the maloka, however, this tribal wizard 
was faced with an ignominious failure. The aunt of the chief was 
hopelessly ill (she was in the last stages of beri-beri), and had 
wasted down to being a mere bundle of bones. The old wizard 
openly confessed that he could not affect a cure. 

Although the old dame was still very much alive, the chief had 
shown his desire for administrative efficiency by having a coffin 
prepared and placed beside her hammock. The coffin consisted, 
as was usual in this r^on, of on old dug-out canoe^ which had 
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been sawn through in the middle so that the two ends could be 
placed together. 

The witch-doctmr was rather shocked at the old lady’s reftisal 
to die after he had given her up. He and the chief came and held 
a long consultation with me. After I confessed that even my 
medical powers were useless in this case, they asked that, at 
least, 1 give the old dame a dose of poison to help her out of this 
unhappy world. They were, I think, astonished at my refusal, 
but at the same time I was equally astonished at the fact that the 
medicine man thought it better to caU in outside aid, as it is 
certain that the Indian medicine men know the secrets of a number 
of mysterious poisons, some of them unknown even to Western 
science. It is probable that this particular wizard wished the 
direct responsibility for the death of the old lady to fall on some* 
one else’s shoulders. 

Kandi, the chief, was possessed of a stem relentless countenance, 
and he was so unrelaxing in his dignity, that 1 had a secret idea 
that we were not in reality very welcome guests, and that he 
resented our intrusion into his private domain. I was, therefore, 
somewhat astonished when, early the next morning, he came to 
the apartment ” which we were occupying, and announced that 
he was setting out on a tour throughout the territory which lay 
on the tributary, the mouth of which lay just opposite the maloka. 
He suggested that we accompany him on this journey so that 
we could see more of his domain. 

This invitation was rather startling, but thinking that in this 
way I might have an unusual opportunity of observing certain 
aspects of Indian life, I eventually accepted, particularly when I 
heard that the tributary bore the name of the Pogsa, or Maku 
Igarape, from the fact that its upper waters flowed through a 
country inhabited by a number of the Pogsa, or Wild Men of 
the Forest, concerning whom I had heard so many mysterious 
stories. 

I left the major part of the luggage, some of the crew, and one 
of the boats behind (under the guard of Miguel — ^the man Snr. 
Manuel had brought with him), and in light marching order we 
set out on the new adventure. Kandi himself acted as pilot, and 
his two stalwart sons were pressed into service as chief paddlers. 

The tributary up which we went came in long winding bends 
from the north. It was broken from time to time by rapids, but 
we were used to rapids by now, and they did not mar the idyllic 
tone of our journey. Perched on the surrounding trees were 
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numerous birds, including three or foiir kinds I had never seen 
before, and I soon added these to my collection. 

Once or twice Kandi proved his suf^emacy over the whole of 
the territory through which we were passing, by stopping and 
robbing some of the fish traps which we found on the way. These 
consisted of long screens plaited from strips of bamboo, with which 
the entrance of some smaller stream or backwater had been fenced 
off. Kandi assured me that at night-time the fish tended to leave 
the main stream and enter the backwaters, so that at dusk the 
screen would be left open. At dawn, when the fish wished to 
return, the barrier would be closed, and the fish had thek retreat 
cut off. Huddled up in the narrow space, crowded around the 
screen as they were trying to get out, the fish could then be easily 
caught, either by nets or spearing. Kandi’s sons thought that it 
was even greater sport to catch the fish with their hands. It was 
remarkable to see them dive into the water, remain there for what 
seemed an eternity, and then emerge once more with struggling 
fish clasped between their fingers. 

The malokas of the Waikano Indians were at least three or four 
hours’ journey apart. Between them lay the unbroken virgin 
forest, and yet even inside of one tribe there seemed to be very 
clearly defined boundaries. Kandi would point out a little back- 
water or a curiously shaped tree, and tell me that the territory of 
a certain chief began or ended there. 

The idea of property and the division of property was, therefore, 
well understood, even in the heart of the jungle. Yet, in other 
ways, much of what one saw in each maloka was common property, 
owned by the tribe or sub-tribe, and not by any individual. The 
maloka itself was common property, as it was erected by the co- 
operation of all its inhabitants under the direction of its chief. 

At one of the first malokas at which we stopped on our journey 
up the Maku Igarape, 1 saw that the same communal enterprise 
was employed in the clearing and preparing of a new plantation. 
At this place the older plantations were rapidly becoming im- 
poverished {mmdioka is a great drain upon the land), and a new 
clearing had to be made from the virgin forest. 

Early one morning the local chief gathered all his men together. 
Armed with axes, they set out for the selected spot. Sevmral of 
the axc-heads were made of polished stone, bound by thongs to 
wooden clubs. This, of course, was a product of the ancient 
Indian industry. I was surprised to see how expertly the Indians 
could hack down huge tree-trunks with these stone implements. 
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But in addition to the stone axes, the tribe was the proud possessor 
of two iron axes, which had been obtained by inter-tribal bartering 
from Indians further down the river, who had, no doubt, obtained 
them directly, or indirectly, from the whites. It is the craving 
for iron and steel which binds the Indian to the hated white man. 

Even with the aid of the metal axes, I thoiight it would take 
weeks to clear a space large enough for the plantation — so thick 
was the forest, and so great the number of trees. It was at this 
point that the Indians showed their skill. A doaen particularly 
large trees were singled out, and these were cut and made to fall 
in such a way that, in falling, they tore down a large number of 
smaller trees which stood around them. A single day’s work had 
made a very marked effect upon the forest, and it was clear that 
in another two or tluee days the first stage of the work would be 
completed. 

I was informed that the trunks were to be left alone for two or 
three months after they had been felled. By this time they would 
be dry enough to catch fire. A huge bonfire would then take 
place. The ashes would be left as fertilizer upon the ground, and 
mandioka planting could then commence. This newly cleared 
plantation would belong to the community as a whole ; but to 
each person, or rather to each woman, a plot would be allotted, 
upon which she could and should grow enough mandioka to support 
herself and her male attachments. 

Although house and garden among the Indians rested upon so 
communistic a basis, I was soon to see that tribal socialism had by 
no means wiped out the feeling of attachment to private posses- 
sions. The next day brought us to a maloka which was particularly 
rich in baskets, pots, and beautifully woven hammocks. I im- 
mediately set about adding to my collection by means of barter. 

With an eye stimulated to notice these things, I observed that 
everything belonged to one person — ^and to one person alone. The 
owner of a certain very beautiful basket was away, and neither 
his brother, hb wife, or the chief, could sell me the basket in his 
absence. The idea seemed to be that the maloka and the plantation, 
being made by collective labour, remained general property, but 
what was made by individual work, belonged strictly to th« 
individual. ■ 

The “ personality ” of property, I was interested to see, held 
true, even as regards the women. I cast a covetous eye on a 
trinket worn by a woman standing near, and thinking it would be 
better form to do so, tried to barter for its possession with her 
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husband. But 1 found that wisdom lurked in the husband’s breast. 
I was told to do my bargaining direct, and a very expert huckster 
I found the lady in question to be. Equally interesting was the 
fact that it was the women and not the men who arranged to sell 
anything belonging to the children. 

In this, as in nuuiy other lands where the women are supposed 
to be without rights, I found on more than one occasion that the 
wives know how to shove a very effective finger in the family pie. 
The husbands wisely allowed their wives to drive their own 
bargains, but when I strove to secure things which belonged 
exclusively to the men, the women-folk frequently broke in with 
all sorts of irrelevant advice, and demanded of their husbands that 
they take this or that from my spread-out stores. More than once 
a man came to seciu% fish-hooks and went away with beads. 

Whenever it came to bargaining, I had to call in Snr. Manuel. 
My eager interest in the Indian ottjets (Tart was too apparent, and 
the women particularly went soaring up in their demands. So I 
contented myself with roaming around the rnaioka, poking into 
odd comers and peering under the rafters. Invariably I found 
something of interest, and as the Indians never dreamed of bringing 
anything to me of their own accord, I would seize all my trophies 
without more ado, and deposit them in a heap in the centre of 
the maloka. The owners would squat around the heap, and the 
stage was set for Snr. Manuel to appear. He would nonchalantly 
stroll up, give a disdainful look at the booty, and at its proprietors, 
turn away, and gaze vacantly into space, expectorate slowly but 
voluminously, and in an absent-minded, uninterested voice, en- 
quire if the owners would not be glad to get rid of this useless 
lumber. The battle-royal had now begun. At the end of an hour, 
a handful of beads, a few fish-hooks, a packet or two of cigarettes 
would be handed out, and the trophy heap be carted away to my 
boats. The worst customers were always the old women, who 
never could make up their minds what they did want in return 
for their treasures. 

Three days we continued our journey up the Maku Igarape. It 
was in the nature of a triumphal procession. Kandi, the great 
overlord, had arrived, bringing with him the much-talked-about, 
mysterious white strangers, who neither robbed nor shot the 
Indians. Kandi's invitation to us to visit his dominion was 
obviously a very doewd political move. His prestige increased 
enormov^, particulariy softer Biedel’s medicine chest had eased 
the pains of some at the ailing tribesmen 
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Now that my relations with Kandi had reached such a friendly 
and almost confidential stage, I ventured one evening, as we were 
sitting around the fire, to ask him about the mysterious religious 
rites of the Indians of this region, concerning which so much has 
been rumoured, and so little is known. Kandi was obviously more 
than a little startled at my questioning, and at first tried to turn 
the conversation into other channels. But I stuck to the point, 
and repeatedly assxired him that I was the friend of the Indians, 
and that no harm would come from my being initiated into the 
secrets. 

Kandi, after careful consideration, seemed to be on the point of 
embarking on a long explanation, when suddenly he broke off, 
and said that if I would wait long enough for all the preparations 
to be made, he would order one of the mysterious ceremonies to 
be performed, at which time I myself would be initiated. At last 
I should be able to peer behind the veil which shrouded the 
intimate beliefs of the Indians. 

It was to take many days before my curiosity could be satisfied. 
Kandi had long pow-wows with the local chiefs in order to win 
them over to the idea of initiating a white man. Then messengers 
were sent to all the surrounding malokas to supplement the pound- 
ing of the drums. Perhaps even the magic drums could not cope 
with a long explanation as to why the white man was to be allowed 
to share in the mysteries. Finally the mysterious instruments for 
the ceremony had to be secretly prepared — far away from the 
maloka and all women-folk. 

These preparations were dragged out over many days — and 
purposely so, because the ceremony could not take place until 
after a certain number of days of partial fasting had elapsed, 
during which time none of the men partook of fish or flesh. As 
an aspirant after initiation, I, too, was supposed to go in for 
training, but I must confess that a diet limited to beiju gave me 
an altogether too ethereal feeling, and so, late one night, when all 
the world was asleep, I stole to the provision box and secretly 
prised open a meat tin. 

This led to rather tragic results. Pequeneno, the boy, had long 
shown a liking for good things of life, and had been caught several 
times delving into forbidden food. Joaquin), the irreproachable 
cook, noticed the disappearance of the meat, thought quite 
naturally that the boy was at the bottom of it, and soundly boxed 
his ears. Pequeneno, in a vent of righteous indignation, seized a 
knife and made a jab at Joaquim, and if I had not. stepped in and 
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stopped forther squabbling, the magic rites would have been 
performed over very bloody ground. 

Early each morning the older men solemnly and silently dis- 
appeared into the forests, and so 1 had to amuse myself with the 
younger and more Mvolous members of the community. Even 
these were very industrious. The youngsters would gather the 
long, thin, pointed leaves of the tuciun palm and extract &om 
them the fine tough fibres. The women pulled up their skirts so 
as to show a good six inches of hip, and on this excellent foundation 
they would roll the fibres into very serviceable thread. The 
thread, or string, which was thus prepared, was used by the men 
in order to knit their fish nets, or hammocks. Other, more valuable, 
hammocks were not knitted but woven, in this instance by the 
women, on a curiously primitive but very effective loom. 

I spent a good part of my time skinning and stuffing some of 
the beautiful birds which are to be found only on this river. I 
found this work more than usually troublesome. The heat made 
clothes more than superfluous, and 1 had long accustomed myself 
to a one-piece costume of bathing shorts — a very effective uniform 
except when one has to sit huddled up for hours almost without 
moving, trying to remove intact the filmy skins of hmnming-birds. 
On these occasions countless gnats, mosquitoes, and blood-sucking 
flies would gather for an orgy on my unprotected skin, so that I 
had to learn to skin birds with one hand and slap insects with the 
other. 

Even more troublesome than the insects were the women, as 
these could not be so easily slapped away. At first the maidens 
of the jungle proved extraordinarily shy, and kept themselves 
hidden in the darkest corners of the maloka, but eventually they 
must have seen what a harmless person I was, and while I was 
busy with my skinning, they would gather around me, and though 
going on with their nuindtoka-kneading, or thread-making, would 
seek to engage me in conversation. They wanted to know the 
name of everything in my language, and what the women were 
like in my country, and whether they grew beards also, and if I 
had a wife, and if not, why not. They were particularly shirked 
to hear that in the far-away land of the white man, men and woil^en 
of the same tribe could marry one another, and that it was not 
necessary for a German to marry an Englishwoman, or vice versa. 

An intolerable nuisance they were, to be sure — but good, kindly 
souls, with not a particle of impropriety in their pressing attentions. 
I was particularly struck by two or three of the women who came 
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of Desano stock. The Desanos are a tribe that have usually but 
little intercourse with the other Indian tribes. They live apart- 
cut off from the others. The Tukanos, in fact, will almost never 
marry a Desano, though the Waikanos were obviously more lax 
on this point. 

The very appearance of the Desano women was different from 
that of the others, and when I learned that further up the river 
there were two or three malokas belonging to this tribe, I deter- 
mined to occupy the period of waiting by making a little excursion 
on my own. 1 left Mannling and da Silva behind with Pequeneno, 
and accompanied only by Joaquim and five Indians, I set out 
once more upriver. 



CHAPTER TWELVE 


THS BEAST-MEN OF THE JUNGLE 

jA S we came towards the headwaters, the river broke up 
into a number of small turbulent streams. Up one of 
/ ' ^ these, the Piripini, we pushed our way, continuing 
jL XL always a northerly direction. Every hundred yards or 
so we met with some obstacle, either in the way of rapids, a rocky 
snag, or a fallen tree-trunk, which completely blocked the stream. 
These tree-trunks had to be hacked through in order to get our 
boat past. We had now passed beyond the domain of the Waikanos, 
and it seemed probable that the Desanos had purposely felled a 
number of the trees in order to arrange a protective barrier. The 
political frontier was something more than an imaginary line. 

For many miles the jungle was unbroken by human habitation. 
In the evening we came to a place' where the river .sprang 
over a rocky precipice, forming an imposing waterfall. Further 
progress in our boat was impossible, and there was still no 
sign of the Desanos, but one of my Indians landed, and after 
carefully scouring the neighbourhood, he came upon a tiny path 
which led to the rocky cliffs which overlooked the waterfall. 
Following this path, we at last came to the Desano maloka, where, 
after the usual ceremonies, we established ourselves for the night. 

The Desanos belong to the same north-western or Betoya 
cultural group as do the Tukanos and the Waikanos, but I found 
many points of marked differentiation. Nearly all of the Aruak 
and Betoya tribes of this region are essentially river Indians, 
living on or near the banks of the huger tributaries, and very 
seldom attempting to penetrate into the centre of the jungles. 
The Desanos, on the other hand, have settled at the extreme head- 
waters of the various sub-tributaries, where the rivers are little 
more than forest brooks, continually broken by cataracts. They 
are essentially forest, rather than river dwellers, and they have 
the reputation of possessing more of the secrets of the forest than 
most of the other tribes. 

X31 
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This maloka I found to be cruder and less extensive than those 
I had hitherto seen. It had none of the palatial air and appearance 
which, for example, Kandi’s dwelUn^; possessed. But to make up 
for this architectural deficiency, the Desanos showed me samples 
of weaving and basket-work finer than I had seen anywhere else. 

Most important of all, perhaps, was the fact that in spite of the 
constant racial mixture to which the Desanos as well as the other 
tribes have been subjected, the Desanos more than the others 
seem to have preserved a more marked physical type. Nearly all 
of the tribesmen here had huge broad faces, with conspicuous 
Chinese ” cheek bones. The forehead was retreating, but did 
not betray any lack of intelligence. Most striking was the 
bodily colour. There was not the least suggestion of red ” or 
copper colour in their pigmentati(m->^but a pure light yellow or 
lemon colour. 

Even according to their own traditions they are strangers to 
this region, as they claim to have lived formerly far to the north 
and west, but that they were driven out by the invading Aniaks, 
and they still seemed to live in fear that the Aruaks would pursue 
them, even to their present places of refuge. 

In view of this tradition, I was interested to see that the Desano 
language presents as complicated a problem as their true racial 
relationship. A large number of words are similar to correspond- 
ing words in the Tukano and Waikano languages, including such 
key ” words as water and fire. At first, therefore, I thought 
that Desano was but another Betoya dialect, but I found a large 
number of common words of obviously non-Betoya origin — ^and 
these words belong to no other known Amazonian language group. 
Who and what the Desanos are, therefore, remains a problem for 
the anthropologist of the future. *r • 

The language question was more than a theoretical problem 
that night, as I sat for hour after hour conversing with these 
simple children of the forest. Tukano was here, as elsewhere, the 
language of diplomacy, but I found that most of the Desanos were 
as cramped and uncertain in their Tukano as I, and so when there 
was something of importance to be discussed, I found it necessary 
to go to work more indirectly. I expounded in the simple Lingua 
Geral to one of my Tariano boatmen, who would render the sense 
into Tukano. The Tukano was rendered into Waikano by one of 
my Waikano paddlers for the benefit of one of the women of the 
maloka who had come from Kandi’s domain. She finally would 
change the flow of wisdom into Desano for the. benefit of the 



THE BEAST-MEN OF THE JUNGLE 188 

assembled multitude — and when the answer came, it had to go 
through the same long line. 

Finally, in order to made the communication more direct, 1 got 
out my zoological atlas, with its pictures of all the strange animals 
of the jungle, and the men and women shrieked with joy when 
they recognized their four-footed acquaintances. But when we 
came to the picture of the dreaded jaguar, one of the men pointed 
to the chief of the meHoka, who in the meantime had fallen asleep. 
Whereupon the others laughed — and at the same time looked 
a&aid — ^for the word iya in all Betoya tongues denotes both 
jaguar and medicine man — and the chief was the tribal medicine 
man as well. In the old days there had been another chief, but he 
had fallen foul of the wizard, and the demons of the forest had 
carried him away, and now the wizard himself ruled in his stead. 

Medicine man and jaguar — ^to the Indian mind they sue one and 
the same thing — strange mysterious powers, sinister and un- 
accountable in their actions, before whom all other creatures are 
afraid. When a wizard dies, he is transformed into a jaguar, and 
continues to prowl through the forests, and even during his life- 
time many a wizard has the faculty of assuming the form of a 
jaguar, and so to wander at night through the jungle, even when 
his human body lies fast asleep. Who knows ? Perhaps, as we 
saw the chief fast asleep in his comer, his ghost was abroad, 
roaming among the trees, whose mstling we could hear around us I 

The Desanos have far closer relation to the Pogsa, the strange 
dwellers of the heart of the jungle, than have any other tribe, 
and the next morning I devoted all my activity to the Wizard 
Chief, and tried to persuade him to take me to the Wild Men of 
the Forests. He did his best to distract my interest and desire, 
and spoke of the great difficulty of penetrating into the centre of 
the tractless jungle, and of the difficulty of finding the Pogsa, even 
were we to get through. 

But I would take no refusal, for I saw that my friend knew 
more of the strange tribe than he cared to admit. Eventually I 
found that some time previously the chief had been possessed of a 
Pogsa slave, who had been with him for several years. Subse- 
quently the slave had been the means of saving his life, after a 
hunting accident, and had, therefore, been given his freedom. 
The Pogsa had, indeed, gone back into the recesses of the jungle, 
but it seemed that he had learned sufficient of the benefits of a 
settled existence to make him erect a small tribal hut of his own, 
to which he had invited a number of his wild homeless companions. 
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The Desano chief, therefore, suggested that vre try and reach 
this centre, as it would, at least, give me an opportunity to study 
the Pogsa types. It would be necessary, however, to pay them a 
surprise visit, otherwise the Pogsa would certainly run away at 
OUT approach. I had, therefore, to leave even Joaquim and my 
Indian paddlers behind, and trust myself to the guidance of the 
chief and five Desano warriors. At first our way lay once more 
on the water. It would have taken too long to get my boat above 
the waterfall, and so we went in one of the tiny dug-out Indian 
canoes. This was the first time that I had ever embarked on a 
real journey in one of these craft, and consequently during the 
first few minutes my clumsy movements very nearly upset our 
party on four or five occasions. Each canoe was made out of a 
single hollowed-out log, and had a perfectly round bottom with no 
keel. Obviously, therefore, the slightest motion to either side 
upsets its balance and deposits its occupants into the water. 
Worse still is the fact that the boats all lie so deep in the water. 
There is never a hand-breadth between the water and the side 
of the boat, and with six men in the canoe, this space had diminished 
to less than an inch. 

It would have been bad enough in perfectly still waters, but on 
this occasion we had to pass through several small rapids, and 
it seemed a perfect miracle that we were not swamped. Through 
my clumsiness we did ship a little water, but this was soon baled 
out It seemed that I had only to raise a finger for the water to 
come in — ^while the Indians were able to stand and move about in 
the canoe with perfect safety. Once I felt a strong inclination to 
sneeze, and so I made the chief put in to the bank, so that I could 
be near dry land before embarking on this adventure. 

The stream eventually broke up into three branches — ^tiny 
brooks, on each of which was a Desano maloka. Up qpe of these 
streams we paddled past the Desano maloka, and at last reached a 
rocky gorge where the stream was so small and su turbulent that 
even our little canoe could not get through. We had now to 
abandon the boat and continue the journey by land. 

At this point the chief gave me very strict instructions that I 
was to be absolutely silent, as otherwise the whole journey would 
be in vain. It was therefore impossible to walk in boots. Even 
I noticed the thud and the crackling noise they caused when 
I stepped on a leaf or twig. In spite of possible snakes, insects 
and thorns, it was necessary to go barefoot, and even then warily 
and cautiously. 
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It was extiaordinary to see how noiseless the Indians could be 
in their progress through the jungle. When 1 closed my eyes, I 
could hardly believe that there were five human beings jogging 
akmg beside me. There was no sign of a path, and I was astonished 
to see how quickly and adroitly the natives managed to make 
their way through what seemed impenetrable jungle. The Indians 
are really remarkable woodsmen, and I was now to find that many 
of the popular legends about them were true. In accordance with 
the true Leather-slocking traditions, my companions would fre- 
quently stop and point at what were to me invisible marks, and 
from these could deduce what animals had crossed the track, and 
how, and at what time. From a trampled leaf they assured me 
that a band of Pogsa had been in the neighboturhood less than two 
hours previously. 

Hour after hour we stole through the forest. It was rough, 
irregular country, occasionally broken by little ravines. These 
we crossed by walking over some fallen log which spanned the 
chasm — and seeing the thin, slippery nature of the “ bridge ” it 
was only with difiiculty that I could force myself to try the passage, 
which seemed a good imitiation of tight-rope walking. The thick 
undergrowth and the trailing vines that hung from every tree, 
made progress difficult, and to me noiseless progress was almost 
impossible. Yet each time that I slipped or made the slightest 
noise, the chief would give me an angry look and caution me to be 
on my guard. 

At last we came to a little clearing in the forest, which had 
obviously been made by human hands. In the centre of this 
clearing, but partly hidden by bushes, stood a roomy, but ill-made, 
hut. This was the dwelling of the Pogsas. The four Indian 
warriors hid in the woods at various points around the clearing, 
so that the inhabitants of the hut could not escape without being 
noticed. Then the chief and I hurried on to the dwelling and 
made known our approach. 

A general squealing and wailing went up when the Pogsa became 
aware of our surprise visit, but eventually they were made to 
understand that my intentions, at least, were friendly, and they 
settled down sufficiently to allow me to observe sometffing of their 
appearance and customs. 1 was astounded to notice how different 
these primitive savages were from the Indians of the higher cultures. 
They were smaller, and for the most part incredibly ugly — particu- 
larly the men — ^for some of the girls were rather pretty. Huge 
protruding jaws and retreating foreheads were characteristic. 
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and there was a look of furtive cunning in their eyes sudi as I 
had never seen before. Their long, unkempt hair, their wiamed, 
haggard faces, and the bony angularity of their bodies rendered 
their appearance all the more remarkable. In spite of the cunning 
there was also a good deal of apathy and dullness in their expres- 
sion, and in contrast with the other tribes with which I had come 
into contact, they showed very little curiosity at inquisitiveness. 

It is probable that much of the haggardness and ugliness of the 
Pogsa came fi:om a lack of proper and consistent nourishment. 
Living as they do, far away from all large streams, fish is an almost 
unknown luxmy, and though the Pogsa are renowned as himters, 
surpassing all other Indians in their skilled use of blow-pipe and 
bow and arrow, the supply of game in the Anuuson forests is very 
irregular, and it seems certain that between great feasts, celebrated 
when monkeys and wild fowl were plentihil, are interspersed 
long periods of famine rations. Among the settled Indians the 
mandioka plantations give a steady supply of food, but the Pogsa 
have not yet reached the stage of agriculture and are forced to rely 
upon the wild roots, and fruits of the forests. This sounds all very 
fine. One has usually the idea that the primeval jungles abound 
with edible delicacies — ^that they are a sort of wild fruit garden. 
But this, unfortunately, is pure illusion. The bananas, the puptm- 
has, and the other fruits of the Amazon are only to be seen where 
they have been planted by the hand of man. The only food I could 
see in the Pogsa settlement was a large number of fruit seeds from 
a certain kind of wild palm, which the other Indians use only for 
obtaining a dark purple dye. 

Such a primitive culture I had never seen before. Neither man 
nor woman wore a stitch of clothing. Both sexes were as naked as 
on the day on which they were bom. There were no signs either 
of weaving, basket-making or pottery. Even the ever present 
hammock was lacking. A heap of leaves served as a bed. Canoes 
were, of course, unknown. Most curious was the absence of 
means of personal ornamentation. There was no paint with which 
the men and women could render themselves beautiful — ^no feather 
ornaments to be donned at tribal festivals — indeed among the 
Pogsa tribal festivals were unknown. 

Is there any other people in the world, I wonder, where the 
peacock instinct remains equally dormant ? Where neither man 
nor woman attempts, by queer, devious means, to make him or 
herself more beautiful than he or she is ? Is it possible that vanity 
is only achieved at a certain stage of evolution 7 
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In view of the primitiveness of the life of these strange people 
amongst whom 1 found mysetf, I was interested to find evidence 
of two things without which human life scarcely seems possible — 
fire and music. Even the Pogsa, most of whom are homeless 
wanderers, who prowl Uke wild beasts through the forests, and 
whose very habits and instincts seem to resemble those of the 
animals— even these seem to have possessed the marvellous secret 
of fire firom time immemorial. It is so here — and it would seem 
to be so everywhere else. No traveller in any of the far-away 
comers of the world has found a race of men without a knowledge 
of fire. 

And though the Pogsa possess neither gala dress nor dances nor 
festivities, I found in their hut a flute made of bone (a human bone 
it seemed to me). No instrument could be more primitive. It was 
merely a hollow bone with five holes in it, but when I eventually 
got one of the men to play upon it, there welled from it a hidden 
world of melody, and in the strange high notes I seemed to hear 
the mournful wailing of the strange phantoms of the jungle. 
The music told the story of a race, forlorn and fleeting, groping 
blindly for a soul and expression 

The knowledge of fire, music — and laughter. These are the three 
things that distinguish even the most primitive of men from the 
highest of the animals. The most important of all is laughter. 
Even animals appreciate warmth, and respond to the appeal of 
music — but no animal can laugh, and when at last these strange, 
shy people of the forest forgot their shyness, and joked and laughed 
— 1 realized that they and I belonged to the same family, and to 
the same primordial race. 

The Pogsa are supposed to be without tribal organization. There 
is certainly not amongst them the hierarchy of chief, nobles and 
commoners to be found amongst the other Indians. They seem 
to have no elaborate codes and customs, but the reliance of the 
many upon the one was to be seen here as much as elsewhere. 
The ex-slave, who had learned during his years of slavery something 
of the secrets of “ civilization,” who had learned to build a house, 
and to plan and arrange, was the leader to whom the others looked 
for support. He was the prophet who was leading his people out 
of darkness into light. 

In view of the ” promiscuity ” theory which in the last century 
played such an important part in anthropology, and according to 
which, at the lowest stages of human development, the institution 
of marriage was unknown, free and indiscriminate intercourse 
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between the sexes taking its place, it was interesting to observe 
that among this people, marriage, and in fact monogamy, was as 
much the order of the day as in modem Europe. Not only this, 
but there seemed to prevail the same rigid rule that a man must 
marry outside of his own tribe, which is observed by the Indians 
of the higher cultures, for although the higher Indians lump all 
these primitive savages together as Pogsa, it was obvious that the 
Pogsa themselves were divided into a number of tribed groups, 
and all the men and women I found in the hut belonged to different 
groups. It was obvious to me, therefore, that the mysterious 
Pogsa must be considered not a primitive tribe, but rather a sur- 
vival of an exceedingly ancient radal group. 

The language of the Pogsa I found most extraordinary. It bore 
no resemblance to any of the ordinary Indian dialects, and con- 
tained many metallic clucks, which I found it impossible to tran- 
scribe. It was therefore all the more extraordinary to find the 
familiar sounds “ pa ” for father, and “ na,” or “ ma,” for mother. 
It would almost seem that these sounds belong to a primordial 
miiversal language. 

To me it seemed fairly clear that these Pogsa are the remnant 
of the original inhabitants of the Amazon — and probably of South 
America. Ages ago they were probably scattered all over the 
Continent, and were doubtless divided into innumerable tribes. 
The higher tribes of Indians, whether Karibe, Aruak, or Betoya, 
represent a later invading race, who have pushed back this primi- 
tive people into the heart of the jungle. The name Maku, or Pogsa, 
it is true, is confined to the wild tribes between the Rio Negro and 
Rio Japura, but from various other parts of the Amazon, travellers 
have brought back stories of Meeting, homeless savages, of peculiar 
appearance, and it is probable that all of these peoples can be 
assigned to the same cultural stage. 

In almost all cases there seems to be a wide gulf between these 
primitive tribes and the other Indians. Between the members 
of the higher tribes there is enmity and scornful disdain. The 
Aruaks despise and hate all Betoyas, and this feeling is heartily 
reciprocated, but the Aruaks have no hesitation in seizing a wife 
from the Betoyas, and vice versa. But on the other hand, marriage 
between a Betoya or an Aruak on the one hand, and a Pogsa on 
the other, is a thing unknown — something to be regarded with 
horror. Even my Desano friend went into hysterics when I vaguely 
repeated a Tukano canard that the Desanos had once or twice 
gone in for such a mesalliance. The marriage of an English peer 
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with a kinky-haired negress would cause less scandal, because even 
the most stubbornly conventional regard the negroes as human, 
while the cultiu^d Indians look upon the Pogsa as completely 
animal. 

The interesting question now arises— is the insuperable barrier 
between the Pogsa and the other Indians due entirely to cultural 
differences, or can it be traced back to racial differences ? It is 
almost beyond dispute that the ordinary South American Indian 
is of Asiatic origin, that he is a distant cousin of the Mongols. 
But what of the Pogsa ? Are they to be derived from the same 
source, or another ? It is difficult to decide. There is, to be sure, 
in some ways, a generally racial similarity between the two groups 
of Indians — at least as contrasted with other races, but in other 
ways the appearance and physical characteristics of the Pogsa are 
so distinctive, that one is led to presuppose a different origin. 
Whereas most of the Amazonian Indians have retained the broad 
face and round heads of the Mongolians, all of the Pogsa in this little 
forest settlement had thin tapering faces, and markedly long 
heads. In many ways the heads of these living Pogsa corresponded 
very closely to very primitive skulls which had been dug up in 
Patagonia and other parts of South America, and which are sup- 
posed to represent an extinct race. Several scholars, including 
Joyce, have supposed that this race had its origin in Europe. 

At the present lime it is wise to avoid any sweeping statement or 
high-flown theory, but at least it is a remarkable fact that, whereas 
most of the ordinary South American Indians are brown or copper 
coloured, the Pogsa I saw were either much darker or much lighter. 
1 could observe two distinct types amongst them. One was almost 
black, though apart from colour this showed little or no negroid 
characteristics. The other resembled the Desano shade, a very light 
lemon colour, in fact it was even lighter than that of the Desanos, 
and was scarcely darker than that of the average Latin. From time 
to time various well-known travellers have come back with stories 
of “ white Indians ” in the depths of the Amazonian forests, and 
although perpetually re-occuring, details have always been missing. 
A settlement of these Indians has never been found. A few white 
faces were seen in the depths of the forest, and these quickly dis- 
appeared. It is quite possible that many of these stories may be 
traced back to casual encounters with wandering hordes of this 
primitive people. 

All that day I remained amongst the Pogsa studying their lan- 
guage and their customs. Gradually their shyness wore off. In 
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the afternoon two or three of the hunters set out with their bows 
and arrows and blow-pipes in search of booty. In spite of their 
primitiveness in other ways, the weapons of the Pogsa were equal 
in workmanship to those of the other Indians. They are particularly 
noted for their skill in the use of the blow-pipe, and the poison 
used to tip the tiny arrows shot out by their blow-pipes is supposed 
to be more efficacious than any other. The Desano chief assured 
me that even he had never been able to discover the secret of the 
Pogsa poisoning, and he added a very interesting statement to the 
effect that, in the ancient days, all the Betoya tribes (Waikanos, 
Tukanos, Desanos, etc.) had known only the bow and arrow, and 
that they had learned the use of the blow-pipe from the despised 
Pogsa, though it seems likely that the Pogsa themselves had 
borrowed the blow-pipe from the Baniwa or Aruak tribes to the 
north. It would seem therefore that the blow-pipe is an Aruak 
invention. 

Towards evening the hunters returned with a couple of monkeys. 
In the absence of pots in which to boil them, the carcases were laid 
on the fire to roast, and wc all sat down to a feast — though I noticed 
that the Pogsa did not dare cat a morsel until all of the Desanos 
had finished. 

Early the next morning I prepared for the return journey. 
Shortly before we started the Desano chief held a long pow-wow 
with the ex-slave and the other Pogsa notables, in the course of 
which he informed the poor frightened savages that he and his 
Desano warriors would leave them in peace, provided that they 
would assist him in the preparation of a new plantation. To this, 
after some murmuring, they agreed, lest a worse evil befall them. 
In the Amazon, at least, the day of the Robber Barons is not yet 
over. 

We returned the same way we had come. This time it was not so 
necessary to observe absolute silence, and consequently we made 
much quicker time. But when at last we reached the canoe, and 
set out downstream once more, 1 became a little too bold. It began 
to drizzle, and a heavy storm seemed in the offing. In order to get 
more quickly under cover, and so avoid a drenching, I began to 
paddle along with the Indians, but I had hardly given two strokes, 
when my clumsy motions upset the boat, and all of us were spilled 
into the river, and were carried some distance downsteam by 
the force of the water, before we could recover the canoe and get 
inside again. Fortunately this occurred in a fairly safe part of 
the river (or it would certainly have proved disastrous), but it was 
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rather ctHuical that my desire to keep a dry skin had given us idl 
an involuntary bath. For the rest of the journey I was content 
to let my Indian companions do the paddling. 

We arrived back at the Besano nudoka early in the afternoon, 
but in view of the thunderstorm which had at last broken loose, 
it was necessary for me to wait there another day before returning 
to Kandi and the Waikanos. 

The last two or three days I had been troubled by pains in 
my feet. The long march through the forest had aggravated 
the trouble, and I now felt that I could scarcely stand. One 
of the younger Desano warriors, the eldest son of the chief, seeing 
my difficulty, came over and gave the offending members a 
careful examination. He at once realized that the trouble was 
caused by a large number of invading sandflies, or ‘‘jiggers." 
Why they should be called ‘‘flies" I cannot make out, as they 
have no wings, and can neither fly nor hop, but lie on the surface 
of the ground, and attach themselves to any flesh which touches 
them. Although they are microscopic creatures, they are able 
to bore deep under the flesh of the foot, particularly under the 
toe nails, and there deposit their egg sacs, each of which in time 
swells to the size of a pea. 

Having realized what was the matter, I began excavation work 
with a pen-knife, but my Mend imperatively stopped me, as in my 
clumsy efforts 1 was breeding the egg sacs. Once the sac has been 
broken, it is almost impossible to extract all the eggs individually 
- and yet each egg which remains is the seed of another egg sac. 
The Desano youth, seeing my inexperience, immediately gave 
rne an exhibition of forest surgery. With my knife he cut 
away a good deal of flesh all aroimd the egg sacs, and then with 
a long thorn pushed and prised the remaining flesh away from 
the intruding bodies, so that they could at last be extracted in 
one lump. As a primitive, but very effective, antiseptic he rubbed 
the wounds with strong tobacco juice. 

Altogether a very creditable performance ; but after it I retired 
to my hammock, and for some hours was more interested in my 
feet than in all the rest of the universe put together. 

Even before the thunderstorm had subsided, the nudoka began 
to be filled with Desanos coming from the other settlements. 
The news had spread that I was staying in this nudoka, and the 
inquisitive neighbours had called for a friendly stare. The chief 
was a perfect host, and master of ceremonies. He must, in fact, 
have anticipated events, as the women of the nudoka had in the 
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meantime prepared a huge tub of kashiri (beer) in honoiur of the 
occasion. The whole affair seemed like a nightmare version of 
a very stiff Eiuopean reception “ to have the honour of meeting 
H.H. the Prince of Belgravia ” ; but I am afraid that with my 
wild beard, tattered clothes, and bandaged feet, I was a very 
poor imitation of a visiting foreign prince. 

Most of the guests had, of course, never seen a white man, 
but one young man remepabered having seen several weeks 
previously on the far-away Uaupes River. The Indians are, 
within small geographical limits, great travellers, and are constantly 
paying and receiving visits ; but I was still very much struck by 
the fact that a Desano had strayed so far afield — particularly into 
what must have been for him hostile country ; I eventually 
managed to worm out of him that he had undertaken his long 
journey with matrimonial intentions. Being forced by custom 
to marry outside of the tribe, a young man desirous of, and eligible 
for, matrimony, is forced to wander abroad in order to secure a 
helpmate. But it would seem that these scouting expeditions 
are not always successful. In spite of a journey which had lasted 
well over a month, my young friend had not been successful in 
“ catching ” a bride. (Incidentally I noticed he used the same 
word for catching a bride as is used for catching a fish. There 
is certainly a similarity in the two actions.) He had therefore 
returned home to rest up for a few weeks, before continuing his 
search in another direction. The way of the lover is, indeed, 
hard, even in the land of the Amazons. 

The crew I had brought with me must have tapped the kashiri 
tub earlier in the day, and tinding it to their taste had emptied 
calabash after calabash with record speed. As a not very surprising 
result, my conversation with the Desanos concerning the trials 
of courtship, was suddenly interrupted by the sounds of a battle 
which had broken out between two of the Tariano paddlers, who 
were now industriously tr 3 dng to break their paddles on one 
another’s heads. 

1 was amused to find that the cause of the turmoil was the fact 
that one of the topers had called the other “ Caboclo” Now 
cabodo is a term used by the Brazilians to denote a “ civilized " 
Indian, one who has been duly clothed and converted, as opposed 
to the wild Indians of the forest. To find therefore that the free 
and wild Indians looked, upon their civilized brethren with con- 
tempt, and that the very word cabodo was the most exasperating 
term of reproach, was not a little surprising. 



THE BEAST-BIEN OF THE JUNGLE 148 

The Deeanos and I tried to smooth the ruf&ed feelings, and 
when this proved unavailing we separated the combatants by 
force, but as soon as we set them free they were at one another’s 
heads again. After three or four encores of this tragi-comedy, 
I had to have the two strapped and tied to their respective ham- 
mocks, from whence, being physically incapacitated, they took 
refuge in a long wail of mutual abuse which lasted over an hour. 

The next morning when I freed them from their bonds they 
were both much too worried about the state of their own heads 
to worry about that of the other man. 

Early in the day we took our departure from the Desanos, and 
towards evening arrived back in the Waikano territory, and the 
expedition was once more united. Mlmnling was, 1 think, even 
more delighted to see Joaquim (the cook) than me. Pequcneno 
had been doing the cooking for him with disastrous results. To 
save himself the trouble of boiling two pots of water, he had used 
the water in which he had boiled the sweet potatoes for making 
the tea, and had so overloaded everjrthing with the strong native 
pepper, that Mannling had spent the last few hours gulping down 
river water trying to find relief. 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


INITIATION INTO THB HOLY OF HOLIES 

P reparations for the great ceremony were rapidly 
being completed. Nearly all the instruments had been 
made far away in the forest, away from all the women and 
the uninitiated. The next day the last preparations 
were to be made, and I was very anxious to accompany Kandi 
and the other past masters to see exactly what was done, but 
this was denied me. I was not as yet initiated, and was therefore 
barred from witnessing any of the sacred rites. As far as I could 
make out from the accounts Kandi later gave me, the heart of 
the ceremony lay in the solemn palling off of bark from the trees. 
The trees which gave the bark were regarded as holy. Humbly 
would the older Indians invoke the tree spirits, and ask per- 
mission to remove the sacred bark from which the instruments 
were to be made. Tobacco smoke was then blown over the part 
of the tree which was to be robbed of its covering, and then 
amidst more incantations long cuts were made, and the necessary 
amount of bark pulled off. The religions and sacramental use 
of tobacco was particularly interesting. It is possible that in 
the Indian imagination tobacco is a narcotic which prevents 
the sacred tree from feeling the operation which is performed 
upon it. When the instruments were at last ready they were 
buried deep in the waters of the nearby river. 

At last the day of days dawned. Hundreds of visitors arrived 
from all parts of the Waikano domain. Many of them I had 
already seen — others had faees which were new to me. The guests 
all gathered inside the great maloka, and gossipped and babbled 
at great length, while the men were busy putting on the gala 
feather adornments, and having themselves painted by the 
women. When everything was ready, Kandi, with his two sons 
and a dozen other young men, unobtrusively disappeared in the 
direction of the river. Here they rescued the instruments from 
the river, and from the water’s edge blew a long, deep note upon 

. *44 
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them. There was an air of eerie melancholy — of far-away melody 
about the music, but the effect upon the women in the maloka 
was startling. It was as if a sudden panic had broken loose. 
Seizing their children in their arms, they rushed through the 
rear door of the maloka, far away into the forest. A ver^* real terror 
seemed printed on their faces, though they must have known 
that the ceremony had long been in preparation. 

Two or three men followed the women in order to keep guard 
over them, and to see that none of them desecrated the sacred 
rites by their presence. To make surety doubly sure, four 
other men were placed outside the maloka, one at each comer, to 
act as sentinels, and the rear door was solemnly closed and sealed. 
All of my Brazilian servants were forced to keep company with 
the women, as they had not been chosen for initiation. But 
Snr. Manuel and Mannling were allowed to remain. All the Indians 
had an unholy awe of the genial Brazilian adventurer and dared 
not exclude him : and as I was extremely anxious to secure some 
pictures of the great festival (the first that had ever been taken), 
I eventually persuaded the Indians to allow Mannling to remain 
as well. It was just as well that none of them understood what 
he was doing with his queer-shaped box ! 

Once the maloka had been cleared of all save the initiates and 
the candidates for initiation, the ceremonies commenced. A 
number of the men went down to the river to join the others 
already there, and after a long incantation had been performed 
there, Kandi and all of his followers came back to the maloka in 
slow and solemn procession. Fourteen of the men arranged in 
seven pairs played upon the magic flutes of the demons, while 
others bore on their shoulders great bundles of freshly gathered 
fruit. 

It was a festival of virility, of life-giving, of creation. To the 
Indians it is the man who is the creator and the life-giver, and so 
it is only the man who can share in the rites ; and likewise to the 
Indians, it is the dark mysterious spirits of the jungle — above all, 
ther great, ghostly spirit of the Earth and Jungle itself (to the 
Indian these two things are one) — who have produced the fruils and 
flowers of the forests, and it is in their honour that the rites are 
performed. 

The nature of the mysterious spirits of the jungle is profoundly 
obscure. They are at once the creators and the destroyers, the 
givers and the takers of life. They breathe and the jungle shakes 
with the tempest ; they dream and the trees are covered with 
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leaves and flowers. Hence it is that the rites are strange, eerie, 
obscure, performed in awe and regarded with dread. 

When the procession came at last into the maloka, the great 
door or entrance was also closed, and in the dusk of the huge 
building it was at first difficult to see the men or the trumpets, 
but the strange rising and falling notes of the music told me of 
their presence. The music was deep and mysterious. Even upon 
me it had a curious psychological effect, and it seemed as though 
I were transported from the world of everyday reality into a 
land of sinister shadows and far-away echoes. Gradually, as my 
eyes became accustomed to the darkness, I could make out the 
size and shape of the instruments which were being played. They 
were really trumpets, with a mouthpiece made of hollowed-out 
pashiuba palm, and lengthened by rolls of bark. Each of the seven 
pairs was of different size, and gave out but one distinctive note, 
but the concord between the seven pairs was such as to produce 
a harmony of sounds that seemed to strike some hidden chord of 
emotion. Each of the instruments had a special secret name 
which might never be publicly spoken. Each represented, and 
was supposed to embody, a special spirit of the jungle possessed 
of peculiar powers. 

It was clear that to the Indians these strange trumpets were no 
mere dead instruments of sounds, but the jungle spirits themselves, 
and that in breathing through them they were directly in 
communion with the ghostly beings who ruled over their destinies, 
but who at all ordinary times are invisible to the fleshly eye. 

Inside the maloka long and elaborate ceremonies were carried out. 
Many of these I could but imperfectly understand, and in any case 
it would be impossible to describe them here. But a word must 
be said concerning the rites of initiation. No wonmn is ever per- 
mitted to attend these ceremonies under pain of death ; but the 
boys, when they have reached a certain age and have undergone 
certain tests, arc allowed to become members of this strange 
native ceremony, which may be compared with those of Free- 
masonry. 

On this occasion two boys w'ore to be initiated. In addition 
to their long fast these boys had been filled up with the extra- 
ordinary native drug called kaapi. This drug, in the form of a 
liquid solution, was also handed to all the other participants 
of the rites, and had obviously a very strong effect upon them, 
working them up into a sort of ecstatic ^delirium. Naturally 
enough the effect of this kaapi upon the two yoimgsters was even 
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greater, and they declared that they saw all the demons in whose 
honour the ceremonies were conducted. I, too, was ^ handed 
a bowl of the weird preparation, and naturally had toi swallow 
it, though the drug was so bitter that I could scarcely get it down — 
but curiously enough, .on this occasion, it seemed to have little 
or no effect on me. 

At a certain point in the ceremony the two yoimgsters were 
set in the centre of the maloka. A staff was placed in their 
hands, and on this they leaned, with their heads against 
the hilt. While the trumpets continued to be played a munber 
of the other men seized curious dance rattles formed from hollowed- 
out gourds, filled with acom-like nuts, and shaking these rattles 
with a certain peculiar rhythm, they marched round and round the 
neophytes. When the music and the rhythm of the rattles had 
reached a point of wild abandon, the Master of Ceremonies stepped 
into the circle, and rhythmically but forcibly struck the youngsters 
with a long-plaited whip, round the back and stomach, producing 
long weltering wounds, from which the blood soon began to trickle 
out. The boys gave no cry, nor did they in any way cringe. 
Rather did they seem to regard the pain as a sort of ecstatic 
pleasure. 

I must confess that I saw this procedure with ominous fore- 
boding. I had not had sufficient of the magic kaapi to reduce me 
to the state where the flogging would have been an exhilarating 
thrill, and yet, as 1 was classed as a candidate for initiation, I 
had qualms that I, too, should have to undergo this ceremonial, 
but very real whipping. But a special exception was made in my 
ease, and in that of my two white companions, and our frail skins 
were left untouched. 

The Indians have a firm belief that the sacred .Turupari rites 
not only banish all evil influences, but bring about all manner of 
cures. I was therefore interested to see that one old tribesman, 
whom I had pilled in vain trying to cure him of a rheumatic 
fever, and who could scarcely move, was now dancing, stamping 
and rattling as wildly as the others ! Whether this was due to 
t he weird music, kaapi, or the influence of the spirits of the jungle 
IS more than I can say. 

After the ceremony of initiation was over, the trumpets were 
blown in every corner of the maloka lest some lurking evil should 
remain. Then the dregs of the kaapi drug were solemnly played 
out of the maloka, and thrown, amidst wild incantation, on to 
the great square outside. With this the rites were at an end. 
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The fourteen players once more formed a procession, and with 
the last long wailing notes, marched down to the river, and the 
instruments were again buried underneath the waters. 

The doors of the maloka were now opened, the sentinels set 
free, and the women allowed to return. As they came in I was 
surprised to see that many of them had tears streaming from 
their eyes. Far away in the forest they had heard the wailing tones 
of the instruments they were never allowed to see, and so haunting 
were the tones of this strange melody, that, as one old lady informed 
me, memories of old forgotten days, of children who had long been 
dead, and of the dreamy days of their own childhood, had welled 
up within them. 

Even now that I had witnessed the famous Jurupari rites, 
rumours of which have reached far down the river to distant 
Manaos, I was left with a sense of mystery. What was the real 
meaning and the origin of the rites which I had seen ? These 
Jurupari rites are peculiar to the forest dwellers of the 
North-west Amazon basin. They are not found anywhere else 
in the South American continent, and yet inside of this region 
they are common to aU the tribes, both Aruak and Betoya. The 
Indians cling tenaciously to their mysteries, even if they cannot 
understand their ultimate import, and I could not forget that the 
Catholic missionaries had lost their lives as soon as they had 
attempted to interfere with their performance. 

The exclusion of the women appears to be very strict. 
Kandi came to me again and c^ain, and implored me to say 
nothing to the women about what I had seen, and, above all, 
not to reveal the secret names of the trumpets which I had been 
taught, for if, even by accident, a woman were to see the festival 
or any of the instruments, or even to hear the name of the instru- 
ments, she must die. Snr. Manuel, experienced in these matters, 
told me of a number of cases where such a death had taken place. 
The unfortunate woman is supposed to die automatically, that is, 
to be killed by the forest spirits, but I have a strong suspicion 
that, if the spirit declines the task, the lady is given some secret 
slow working poison by the medicine man. 

Shortly after the return of the women, the air of mystery com- 
pletely disappeared. We were at the beginning and not at the 
end of the festivities. The women soon covered themselves 
with a coat of paint, the harmless pan-pipes took the place of 
the deep soimd^g trumpets, and the ordinary dancing began. 
These dances were practically the same as those which I had seen 
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in Yawaxete, but this time they did not appear so strange, and I 
was able to appreciate and enter into their melody and rhythm, 
and whereas in Yawarete I was forced to remain a mete t>pectator, 
on this occasion I joined in the dances myself, M&nnling and 
da Silva at first held &loof, but it was not long before even their 
reserve melted, and they participated as heartily in the dances 
as I. 

The private dances proved somewhat difficult. It was not easy 
at any time for me to extract any noise, much less a tune, from 
the primitive pan-pipes, and when in addition I had to join arms 
with two youngsters and stamp wildly around the tnaloka, it was 
impossible for me to produce any noise except an occasional 
squeak from one of the higher notes. But it made no difference. 
The rhythm was there and the pace and the shrill notes of other 
pan-pipes from every comer of the crowded nuUoka, and so hour 
after hour I stamped and ran and panted with the rest. There 
was, indeed, a lively rhythm about these dances, far more than is 
the case with most of the other exotic dances that I have seen. 

The Chinese, the Japanese, the East Indian damcing is impres- 
sive, but slow, and to our minds lifeless and rhythmless. One 
watches, but the feet do not instinctively keep time. One must 
go to the negro before one finds a tempo that is as contagious as 
this in the Amazon jungle. And yet — and yet — the rhythm, 
the melody is curiously elusive. Hour after hour through the 
long night I listened and danced to the music. I had heard it 
before in Yawarete, and was destined to hear it time and again 
in the many months that followed, yet neither Mannling, 
who was possessed of a musical ear, nor I could ever impress the 
melody, or the tune, upon our memories. As soon as we tried 
to whistle it — ^it was gone. 

The “ tribal ” dances which were interspersed between the trios 
danced by the young men and women, were more formal and 
stately affairs. They were attended by much of the ceremonial 
courtliness of the ancient minuet. Here, as in Yawarete, all the 
women were gathered in the centre of the nudoka, with the male 
hosts at the rear, while the male guests were seated on long benches 
at the front of the great tribal dwelling. Before each of the 
communal dances the Master of Ceremonies would strut to the 
front of the medoka. On his left arm was a shield beautifully 
woven from bamboo and hung with feathers. In his right hand 
was held the lance of State — a long, splendidly roimded*and 
polished war lance, the shaft of which formed a rattle. Striking 



150 


JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 


the lance against his shoulder, the sound of the rattle reverberated 
throughout the whole company, commanding silence. Then to 
each one of the male guests he would go, inviting him to dance 
the dance of the elders. One by one the men would rise, each 
would seize his wooden pounder, and join in the procession led by 
the Master of Ceremonies. 

In a long line the men would march and pound aroimd the four 
central pillars of the tnaloka, forming a circle around the assembled.' 
women-folk. Then, prompted by four of the men in the centre 
of the line, who acted as dance leaders, the men began a long, 
melodious chant. Accompanied only by the pounding of the dance 
drums, the voices rose and fell in perfect accord. The words 
were very old, so old that the meaning of many had long been 
forgotten, but the meaning of the song as a whole was clear. 
It was a chant of enticement, of invitation, to the women ! — 

“ Come, little sister, come. 

Our faces and bodies are painted with beautiful colours and 
designs. 

Come, little sister, come. 

We have donned the plumage of all the wondrous birds of the 
forest. 

Come, little sister, come. 

Our shoulders are covered with the teeth of the jaguar, who prowls 
through the forests at night. 

Come, little sister, come. 

The birds and the beasts of the jungle could not escape us. They 
flew, or they ran, but our arrows were quicker. 

Come, little sister, conic.” 

When the long recital of their prowess, and of their dance 
regalia, had come to an end, the women rose and accepted the 
very pressing invitation of the men to dance with them. Each 
woman picked out her own partner, and, as in Yawarete, the 
married women by no means invariably chose their husbands. 
The young dame who had perpetually pestered me with questions 
as to my family status, shoved her head under my shoulder in five 
out of the seven tribal dances in which I joined, and I could not 
say her nay. 

As in Yawarete I saw that four of the women had divested 
themselves of their skirts, and were clothed only with paint and a 
bead bangle. These women I found were the female dance leaders, 
who invariably danced with the four males from whom the others 
took the time and step. The morals police were once more in 
evidence. They remained standing inside the circle, keeping 
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their eye on the long swaying procession and occasionally letting 
out a long, wavering cry. 

Round and round we went, but it took ever so long to complete 
the circle. Three long steps to the left, two steps marking time, 
three short steps backwards, two short steps to the right, three 
steps marking time, and then again three long steps to the left, 
and so on indefinitely. Whenever I made a false step my fair 
partner would give me a nudge, and under her careful tuition 
1 was soon dancing with the best of them. As soon as the women- 
folk had Joined them, the men started another song — this time 
a long chant of triumph which lasted until the end of the dance. 

When at last the dance did come to an end, the sexes were once 
more separated, the women squatting in the centre of the maloka 
and the men resuming their scats on the benches towards the 
front. There were, however, two exceptions to this rule. Da Silva 
and Pequeneno found the society of the males rather tame and 
preferred to remain with the ladies, rather to the scandal of the 
morals police. Da Silva, however, undeterred by their dismay, 
proceeded to have a violent, "en though harmless, flirtation with 
both the police women (each of whom were old enough to be his 
mother), and so managed to maintain his ground. Pequeneno 
was less careful in his choice, and, to my delight, the dusky damsel 
to whom he paid attentions soundly boxed his ears, so that he was 
forced to retire from the fray. 

During the interludes I, for my part, sat in state amongst the 
visiting elders. After every dance copious draughts of kashiri 
were brought, and so by nightfall even the elders forgot some of 
their formality and began to recite wondrous tales of their youth, 
of the hunts for the wild boar {peccari) and the tapir, and of the 
wars and battles in which they had been engaged. I could under- 
stand only one word in ten, and to them my descriptions of the 
wondrous white man’s land were equally unintelligible. But all 
of us sat content and at peace with the world. Every few seconds 
my neighlxjur on my right or left would seize my pipe, take a few 
puffs and then hand it back. Sometimes it would go down the 
whole line of warriors on the bench before it was returned to me. 
Not very hygienic, perhaps, but it was the pipe of friendship and 
of peace, and in return I was expected to puff at the great native 
cigars which were handed down the line. 

Nightfall was no hindrance to the festivities, for the Indians 
have learned that splinters from the wood of a certain tree bum 
very slowly, and give ample light. In addition to these wooden 
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candles, huge masses of pitch were placed on poles driven into the 
ground at each comer of the maloka, and each of these gave out 
a blaze of light. 

Kandi’s two sons played an important part in the festivities, 
both of them acting as dance leaders, but the chief himself kept 
serenely aloof. He had not donned either paint or feathers, but 
adorned only with a huge straw hat he had woven for himself 
(a curiosity this, as the Indians ordinarily wear no head-covering), 
he moved solemnly through the company, critically inspecting 
the whole proceedings. 

1 could not but be amused at one curious aspect of Indian 
etiquette. In the course of the many long hours of the day and 
night, it was, of course, necessary for the men to go outside to 
perform a natural function, but far from making an unobtrusive 
exit, each man would ceremonially stand before every other 
occupant of his bench and would announce to him formally what 
he was going to do. From each the answer would come, “ May 
you do so mightily.” On his return he would once more go the 
round and announce to each person, “ I have done so mightily,” 
which evoked the invariable refrain, ** It is good that you have 
done so.” 

As is usual in such cases, the festivities lasted all through the 
night and far into the next day, with no intermission for food or 
sleep. In the early dawn the men, spurred on by the kashiri 
whieh they had steadily imbibed, hied themselves in thought 
back to the days of warfare and glory, and armed with javelins and 
shields executed a long and elaborate pantomime dance, illus- 
trating the stealthy attack on an enemy settlement, ending in a 
wild shout as the enemy’s maloka was taken by storm. So realistic 
was this performance, and so wildly passionate were the per- 
formers, that for a bit I imagined they might take it into their 
minds to have an encore with my little i)arty as an ap- 
propriate representation of the enemy. I wakened Mannling and 
da Silva, both of whom had in the meantime fallen asleep, and 
warnfd them to look out for trouble, particularly as I knew that 
several of the fiercer tribesmen had been very much opposed to 
our initiation into the Jurupari rites on the previous day. But as 
luck would have it, these dissatisfied warriors had so thoroughly 
drowned their dissatisfaction in kashiri, that they had not 
lasted out until this dance, and so everything passed over 
smoothly. 

When at last the festivities came to an end, there followed two 
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days of aching heads and swollen tongues, in which nothing could 
be done. All of my crew were temporarily hors de combat — and 
hors de travaille. Kandi, as was natural, was the first to recover, 
and so I utili 2 sed the enforced idleness trying to persuade him 
to let me have the* Jurupari instruments, as additions to 
my collection. For hours I met with stubborn opposition. The 
instruments were sacred and must not be parted with. The 
rich offers I made him only awakened his scorn. To Kandi, 
savage though he was, the things of the spirit were beyond price, 
and he refused, uncompromisingly, to barter them. I had to 
play upon his finer feelings, and picture to him the despair of my 
white subjects (to all the Indians I was a great chief), who would 
have to continue to live without the sacred trumpets that enabled 
one to have direct communication with the mysterious spirits ; 
and eventually he consented to give them to me as a special mark 
of honour and esteem. 

I had, however, most solemnly to promise that I would never 
allow any woman to see them, and now that I have brought the 
instruments back to Europe, this same promise troubles me. 
In view of this promise, dare I give these strange trumpets to 
a museum for public exhibition ? I should like to have some 
good casuist give me advice on this point. 

The preparation of the instruments for transport caused no 
little trouble. All the women had to be kept writh various excuses 
away from the water’s edge, white the youngsters dived down 
once more to rescue the trumpets from under the rocks where 
they had been safely tucked away. Fortunately I had with me 
a good deal of sacking, and I had the instruments carefully wrapped 
up in this. To my mind the women were now safe from a lingering 
death caused by a view of the trumpets — ^but Kandi was not yet 
satisfied. The women could still see the sacks in which they were 
hidden, and even this might cause disaster. The smaller instru- 
ments had to be tucked away under all the other baggage, and the 
sack containing the larger trumpets had to be tied underneath the 
boat, as a sort of keel. Even the Freemasons of Europe do not 
guard their secrets more carefully. 

All during the succeeding day Kandi kept hovering around me 

fixing me with a peculiar glare. Several times he seemed to be 
on the verge of bursting into an oration, but each time he checked 
himself and beat a retreat. I was very much afraid that he had 
repented of his rashness in giving me the instruments, and wished 
to get them back. In spite of his friendliness I still had a healthy 
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respect for Kandi, mingled with a little fear, and so I was rather 
troubled as to what was going to happen next. 

Eventually, supported by his two sons, he came onoe more to 
where da Silva and I were sitting, and proceeded to unburden 
his soul. To my astonishment and relief no word was spoken 
concerning the Jurupari afiFetir. He had heard of the titles and 
honoirrs which old Nicolao had received from the Brazilian Govern- 
ment, and his soul was eaten up with the desire to receive similar 
honours for himself. After speaking therefore of the great diffi- 
culties which we were likely to encounter on our further journey 
through the jungle, the danger of becoming lost and of the hostility 
of other tribes, he at length proposed that he and his two sons 
should accompany us as guides on our long wanderings through 
the wilderness back to civilization, asking only in return that I 
should request the Governor of Amazonas to give him official 
recognition and a military title. 

This proposition was, I think, almost unique in the history of 
South American Indians. To Kandi it meant leaving his forest 
kingdom for many months ; passing through the territory of many 
tribes which were bitterly hostile to his own ; and finally, ventur- 
ing into the white man’s land, before which every Indian stands 
in breathless awe and fear — ^and all this for an empty name I 
The Indians of the forest are as human as the European who gives 
away half his fortune for a title. 

Needless to say, I accepted Kandi ’s offer with alacrity. His 
help would be invaluable, particularly when the time came for my 
crew to return to Yawaretc. It was very doubtfiil whether we 
should be able to get other Indians to take their place, and to be 
left stranded in the heart of the jungle would be more than a 
passing joke. Kandi and his two sons were all stalwart fellows, 
and with them and the Brazilian servants, I thought it would be 
possible to manoeuvre our boats unaided, if the worst came to the 
worst. 

Kandi’s packing did not take long to accomplish. He and his 
sons had only to roll up their hammocks, and select a good bow 
and a dozen poisoned-tipped arrows, and their equipment for the 
long journey was ready. How much I wished that we could travel 
with an equal scarcity of luggage. But the ceremonial leave- 
taking was to occupy much more time. Kandi’s cousin, the 
medicine man, was to act as regent during the long absence, and 
with long and elaborate ceremonial, Kandi handed over to him the 
reins of authority in a long, sing-song chant. Evei^ maloka in the 
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domain was mentioned by name, the names of all the subordinate 
chiefs were recited, as well as the names of all the dwellers in 
Kandi’s own tHedoka, and after each name the invariable refrain, 
“ This lies within thy domain. This must be guarded and ruled.’’ 

When this important transmission of power had been attended 
to, we were ready to depart. All the tribesmen gathered at the 
water’s edge to see their chief start off on his long journey with 
the strange white men, and they no doubt wondered if he was ever 
to return. 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


INTO HOSTILE TBBRITORY 

T he first couple of days we had to retrace our path down 
the Maku Igarape. At last we reached the main stream 
of the Papory again, and halted at Kandi’s maloka in 
order to secure the heavy baggage, the boat, and that 
portion of the crew which 1 had left there. When this was done 
we set our faces once more upstream. 

Kandi chose to be the pilot of the Bella Tristeza, and his two 
sons turned out to be my most zealous paddlers, in spite of their 
princely rank. Thanks to their zeal we were now able to make 
quicker progress. 

For several days we continued inside of the Waikano domain. 
Most of the inhabitants of the malokas had assembled at the 
Jurupari festival, and so 1 could greet them almost as old friends. 
The chief of one of the malokas had, however, been prevented by 
age from coming. He was a hoary old gentleman, and must have 
been well over ninety years of age, but was still in perfect possession 
of his faculties, and laid about him with a stick when any of the 
younger tribesmen were not quick enough in executing his 
demands. 

On the whole the Indians seem to live to a fairly advanced age. 
Men and women of eighty (as fm* as one can estimate age, for the 
Indians have no native method of calculation) are by no means 
uncommon. This may well be due to a sort of survival of the 
fittest. Infant mortality is high — ^the women are always bewailing 
the loss of their children — ^and those who survive infancy must be 
pretty sturdy. 

It is remarkable how many of the modem advocates of eugenics 
revert to principles which have long been practised by savages. In 
Europe one hears long-winded discussions of the desirability of 
rendering unfit stock sterile. The Indians of the Amazon have a 
sweeter and shorter method of keeping the species up to standard. 
Struck by the marked absence of all deformed persons among the 
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tribes 1 had visited, I asked two or three of the chiefs the 
reason thereof. The others evaded a direct answer, but Kandi, 
dhect and outspoken as ever, dedared that imperfect babies were 
killed at birth. This certainly would appear to be the general, if 
not the invariable rule.^ It was interesting to see that Kandi 
shared a common primitive belief that twins were monstrosities, 
and should likewise be removed from existence. Among certain 
tribes in the north-west one of the twins is allowed to survive, the 
healthiest looking. The Waikanos seem to support the doctrine 
that both infants should be got rid of. 

One of the Waikano malokaa we visited made a very peculiar 
impression upon me. In the first place 1 was struck by the fact 
that I had seen none of its inhabitants at the great Jurupari 
festival, and furthermore, wandering around the maloka, I could 
find no trace of the paint box and feather adornments which are 
almost invariably to be found in a large basket suspended by a 
cord from one of the beams of the maloka. Equally remarkable 
was the curt and peremptory way in which Kandi addressed the 
head of the establishment, and the servile manner in whieh he 
was answered. 

After much questioning I eventually wormed out of my worthy 
friend the meaning of all this. We were in a colony of the vile 
proletariat. Whereas the Tukanos and the Desanos are in the 
habit of catching or trying to catch the roving Pogsa, and forcing 
them to do all the heavy and obnoxious work, the Waikanos 
consider the Pogsa so low that they will not even have them as 
household slaves— the very presence of the Pogsa meaning pollu- 
tion. But the Waikanos seem to be in need of a working-class, 
as much as the other tribes, and so they have solved the problem 
by declaring the inhabitants of one maloka outcasts, and forcing 
these poor unfortunates to aid them in carrying out all sorts of 
heavy work. At ordinary times these semi-serfs are allowed to 
lead their own life, in their own settlement, undisturbed. But 
when Kandi wishes to build a new maloka, or clear a particularly 
large area of jungle, a message is sent to these wretches, and they 
are forced to render unpaid assistance. 

Not only are these serfs not invited to attend the great tribal 
festivals, but they are forbidden to institute such affairs amount 
themselves. Dances, feather ornaments, and Jurupari ceremonies 
are affairs which must be limited to their social betters. There 
must be a reason for this social outlawry, but I was unable to 
discover it. The outlaws appear to be o as pure Waikano descent 
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as their more fortunate cousins. This was admitted even by 
Kandi, otherwise 1 should have imagined that they were the 
descendants of captured and tamed Pogsa. At some time in the 
distant past their forefathers must have done something to win 
tribal contempt — and the sins of tlw fathers have been visited 
upon the children and grandchildren. 

Perhaps they can consider themselves fortunate that at ordinary 
times they are left to themselves, and that they are allowed to 
profit by the harvest of their own plantations, and the booty oT 
their bow and arrows, without being forced to render tribute to 
their masters. They woidd appear, at any rate, to have learned 
the art of industry. When we arrived the men were busy finishing 
two native dug-out canoes. I was particularly interested to hear 
from them that they were making these canoes, not for their own 
benefit (they had already enough for their own use) but for the 
purposes of barter. They were hoping to dispose of their two 
boats in return for an axe from some of the Indians down the 
rivers. 

In spite of their complete ignorance of mathematics, and in 
spite of the absence of money or any medium of exchange (even 
Kandi could not understand my repeated attempts to explain to 
him the nature and use of money), the Indians of the North-west 
Amazon have a thriving system of inter-tribal commerce. To be 
sure, each tribe, each maloka, is very nearly self-supporting. There 
is no export or import of foodstuffs, and at a pinch each tribe can, 
and does, make its own pots, build its own boats, and weave its 
own hammocks and baskets. But it is only natural that each 
tribe should achieve pre-eminence in one particular line, and that 
these especially well-made products should be desired by the other 
tribes. 

The Tarianos and the Waikanos are the most expert potters : 
the Tarianos, being Aruaks, have better colouring for their pots, 
but the Waikanos have invented more graceful shapes. The 
Desanos excel the other tribes in the art of basket-making. The 
Tukanos are the inventors of the beautifully carved and decorated 
stools upon which the Indians arc accustomed to sit. It is there- 
fore not infrequent that a Tukano will dispose of one of his stools 
in order to get some Desano baskets, or some Waikano pots. 
More curious still was the origin of the beautifully worked mandioka 
graters which I had seen everywhere since entering the domain of 
the Indians. These consisted of rounded boards into which sharp 
enduring tiny stones had been inserted in such a way as to form 
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elaborate geometrical patterns. Nowhere along the rivers along 
which we had passed had I seen any stones corresponding to 
those in the graters, but it was only at this point that I solved 
the secret which seemed to shroud this matter. All of these 
graters had come from t^e Baniwas — ^the Aruak tribes which dwell 
on the Issana River, which lies many hundreds of miles to the 
north of where we were. None of my friends had ever seen a 
Baniwa or had been to the Issana River, but by constant bartering 
and rebartering, the graters have spread over a territory five 
hundred miles and more in diameter. Not a bad achievement for 
a people who have no medium of exchange, and who can only with 
difficidty count up to ten. 

Are the philosophers really right, and is mathematical know- 
ledge really inherent in every human mind ? Kant, with obscure 
polysyllables, assures us that arithmetic, algebra, and geometry 
are k priori postulates, innate to man, and not learned by ex- 
perience. Plato, in more charming language, tells us the story of 
Socrates' conversation with an unlettered youngster who, yet 
under the master’s influence, was able to work out for himself the 
principles and problems of geometry. A very fine story, but I 
should like to have seen Socrates conversing with an Ainazonian 
Indian on the subject of conic sections. Had he done so. I think 
we should have had a very much revised version of the dialogues. 

After we had continued our voyage up the main Papory River 
for several days, we once more came to a series of very troublesome 
rapids — known as the Beiju-Cachoeira. Here we had the usual 
trouble of unloading and carrying the baggage through the forest 
to a point higher up the river, while the boats themselves were 
hauled over a very trying series of rocks. Very appropriately the 
Indians had chosen this natural barrier as a territorial frontier. 
The Waikano donuiin ruled over by Kandi came to an end at this 
point, and we found ourselves once more sunong the Tukanos, the 
largest and, in many ways, the most powerful group amongst the 
natives of the North-west Amazon Basin, even though they are 
more disintegrated, less efficiently organized than the Waikanos, 
who had been bullied into efficiency by Kandi. 

In the days gone by the Tukanos formed a unified whole, and 
were not broken up into isolated groups, and even to-day, in the 
period of their Tukano decline, they continue to exercise a great 
deal of prestige. Even Kandi and his sons were affected. They 
seemed to regard the Tukanos as the Goths must have regarded 
the magnificent Roman civilization after the fall of the Imperial 
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city — and the Tukanos, in spite of their formal politeness, were 
not slow in showing their disdain for members of every other 
tribe. 

The Tukanos I had met further down the river had given me a 
very cordial reception, but in this, the very heart of the proud and 
arrogant tribe, the welcome accorded us in the first instance was 
distinctly cooler. Their distrust of the white man was very 
obvious, and I felt it necessary to double all of my ordinary 
precautions. On no account was I prepared to turn back ; buf 
I was beginning to feel a little anxious as to what was to become 
of us, when I was once more helped by a curious bit of luck. 

Two days after entering the Tukano territory, while we were 
busy paddling our boats upstream, a terrific thunderstorm broke 
loose. It was accompanied by such a strong wind that it was 
impossible for us to make any further progress, and we had to lie 
up under a bank for about two hours. Even here we could not 
feel very safe, ominous cracks and the sound of heavy falling told 
us that the gale was felling many of the aged giants and weaker 
brethren of the forest, and we did not know when the trees, 
underneath which we had taken refuge, would fall upon us. In 
our own case our fears proved unfounded, but when at last the 
storm was over and we could make our way to the next mdoka, 
we found that others had not been so fortunate. 

A girl who had been gathering firewood in the jungle when the 
gale broke loose, turned to fly back to the maloka. The wind 
blew over a great palm tree, which fell upon her head and put her, 
of course, entirely out of commission. When we arrived on the 
scene we found the inhabitants of the maloka gathered around 
what they took to be an inanimate corpse. I made a careful 
examination, however, and found that the palm must have fallen 
on her in a slanting direction, and that, though it had split open 
her scalp, causing a terrible wound which reached from low in the 
forehead almost to her neck, she was only stunned. The flesh had 
been cut and jammed aside, leaving the skull exposed to view (not 
a particularly pleasant sight), but the skull itself, by some miracle, 
haid not been broken or even cracked. 

As soon as the maloka chief saw us he inunediately began the 
long greeting ceremony which Indian etiquette demands, quite 
as if the accident had not occurred, but I deputed Eiandi to fiilfil 
all the social obligaticms, and proceeded to do what I could for 
the unfortunate girl. palm which had caused the damage 
was one of the numerous species which are guarded by innumerable 
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small, black, hard thorns all along their trunks. A large number 
of these thorns had found their way into the lacerated flesh, and 
it was first of all necessary to remove these. After this, it was 
fairly simple work to stitch the scalp together, though it is extra- 
ordinary how tough human flesh is, and how much strength is 
needed to force a needle through. When this was done, I poured 
some stimulants down the girl’s throat, and was delighted to see 
that after a few minutes she began to recover consciousness. 

'Her return to consciousness made an enormous impression upon 
the Indians, who by this time had fulfilled the demands of social 
etiquette, and had once more gathered around the victim of the 
accident. It was obvious that the spectators laboured under the 
delusion that I had resurrected the girl from the dead. As the 
result of this little affair, the air of hostility which I had observed 
among the Tukanos seemed to vanish, and I was assured of a 
certain amount of respect, not only amongst the dwellers in the 
maloka, but throughout the Tukano territory, for I was later to 
find that the news of the “ miracle ” had spread like wildfire to all 
the other malokas of the surrounding region. As long as we stayed 
inside the Tukano territory, we had no fear of attack. But if I 
was able to teach the Indians something in the way of sewing up 
wounds, the Indians were able to teach me something in the way 
of a cure for toothache. All the way along on the journey Peque- 
neno and 1 had taken twns in the toothache line. On this occasion 
it was his turn to be the possessor of a smouldering molar, and as 
I had been foolish enough to bring no forceps, I could only fill 
him up with various painkillers, which came nearer killing him 
than the pain. In this particular maloka one of the women noticed 
the fond way in which he clung to his own cheek, and brought 
out a curious sort of resin (in lAngua Geral called caranya), which 
when placed in the tooth cavity caused the pain to vanish almost 
immediately. This seems to be the only way in which the Indians 
are able to treat toothache. They seem to have invented no 
substitute for forceps (tooth-filling is, of course, unknown), and 
they are forced to wait until a bad tooth is so loase that it 
can be extracted with the fingers. The native medicine men 
are able to massage the jaws in such a way as to materially lessen 
the pain, but they have not added dental surgery to their list of 
accomplishments. 

The old dame who brought the resin saw that I was interested 
in her remedy, so she gave me a long lecture on its qualities and 
uses. The quarter of the lecture which I was able to understand 
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sufficed to infonn me that the resin was used also on sores of every 
description in order to render them antiseptic-more important 
still, it was the native substitute for a safety razor. The Indians 
made a great point of keeping their faces and bodies free from 
hair. Fortunately for themselves, they have, like the Mongols, a 
very scanty natural growth of facial and bodily hair, but what 
little fuzz does appear had carefully to be removed. As their 
knives were not sharp enough for this purpose, they smeared their 
fingers with the resin, and seized hold of the intruding hair. They 
then forcibly took away their hand— and the hair was no longer 
there. It was rather drastic treatment (the lady experimented 
with a part of my beard, so I know by personal experience), but 
it was very effective. 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


VAMPIRE BATS 

J UST as it was necessary to go around the mdlokaa and seize 
everything that looked interesting — as the Indians never 
dreamed of bringing anything forward of their own accord — 
so was it also necessary to peer and probe and interrogate 
interminably in order to secure any information regarding native 
customs and beliefs ; almost no information was volunteered. 

A day or two after the episode of the broken head, 1 had a 
striking instance of this reticence. On arriving at a new maloka, I 
noticed that one of the “ family apartments ” was screened off by 
mats. This desire for privacy was so unusual that I was extremely 
anxious to find out its cause, but my eager questioning met with 
apathy. Snr. Manuel refused to take any interest in so small a 
matter as a few feet of matting, so that I was forced to do all the 
questioning myself. The only explanation I could elicit was that 
one of the young men was ill. 

In the drowsy tropical twilights, one does not feel inclined to 
press things, and for a time I let the matter drop. But after I had 
been strengthened by dinner, I returned once more to the fray. 
Why should the Indians screen oil one sick man and leave others 
exposed to public gaze ? Could it be that the natives had a 
primitive manner of isolating infectious diseases ? 

With the aid of Snr. Manuel I broke through the matted barrier, 
and examined the young man who lay in the hammock, and 
thereby discovered he was suffering from excessive loss of blood, 
due to the attacks of vampire bats. Twice in the past few nights 
he had been visited by these malignant creatures, and he was now 
so weak that he could not stand. The Indians assured me that 
the vampires always came back to the person they had once 
attacked rather than pick out a fresh victim. The youngster had 
been screened off by mats largely in order to protect him from a 
fresh attack which, in his weakened condition, might prove fatal. 

I at once remarked that although the sides of the apartment 
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were screened off, there was no covering ofrove, except the great 
roof of the nudoha, inside of which the bats could manage to find 
their way. I was assured, however, that the vampires never 
descended directly upon their victinos, but swooped in low circles 
just over the ground until they had smelled out the object of 
their attack. Altogether it would seem that the Indians had 
made a profound study of the psychology of bats. No doubt they 
had had ample opportunity for {^thering data. I had long since 
heard that the region was notorious for vampires, although this 
was the first direct evidence that I had come across. 

Seeing my interest in the matter, the father of the youngster 
begged me to give him a meter of good stout cloth, so that he 
could prepare rough slippers for the boy’s feet. The bats, it 
seemed, almost invariably made for the toes, though they would 
occasionally alight on the fleshy part of the nose. If the nose 
and the toes were proteeted, a man was supposed to be 
immune from attack, even though the rest of his body were 
uncovered. 

I was quite willing to part with the cloth, and we soon had the 
youth’s feet and nose suitably swathed. Dming the process I 
had occasion to observe the nature of the wounds which had been 
inflicted by the bat. They consisted of four narrow but deep 
holes where the bat had driven his fangs into the flesh. Consider- 
ing the depth of the wounds, it seemed almost impossible to 
believe that they had been made without awakening the victim. 
Bats are not believed to possess any saliva which could act 
as a local ansesthetic ; and yet it is a fact that they can insert 
their long teeth and suck out the blood of their victims without 
awakening them. Not a single case is known in which a sleeper 
has awakened while the vampires were at their work. It is also 
very curious that the bats never attack a person who is awake, 
however silent and motionless he may be. Consequently it is still 
a profound mystery exactly how these strange bats carry out 
their bloodthirsty work. 

To me it is equally mysterious how the vampires continue to 
keep alive, if it be really true that they live solely from blood. 
Special regions of the Amazon forest contain hundreds of thousands 
of these creatures. The human life in these forests would certainly 
not suffice to keep a hundredth of this number alive. Contrary to 
popular supposition, the ordinary animal life in the jungle is far 
from rich, and it would certainly not be sufficient to provide 
nourishment for the vast numbers of vampires which exist. It 
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seems certain that the vampire bats must be able to go for long 
periods without food, or else they, like their more unintei:e8ting 
cousins, the ordinary bats, must also be able to assimilate fruit 
and insects. 

The Indians gave me s^ch graphic descriptions of the vampire 
bats and their bloodthirsty habits, that I had great difficulty in 
getting to sleep that evening. Although our stock of petroleum 
was getting very low, I kept my lantern burning all night, as I 
was assxired that the light would keep the bats away. As an 
additional precaution (such is the cowardice of even a professional 
“ explorer ”), I went to “ bed ” in my boots and tied a handker- 
chief around my nose. The next morning I found that the vampires 
had indeed revisited the mcUoka, but their only victim had been 
one of the scrawny chickens which had not been properly cooped 
up the night before. The carcass of this unwary chicken I secured 
as payment for my cloth sandals ! Incidentally I had already 
noticed in many of the medokas through which we had passed that 
the Indians have a very efficient way of protecting their fowls 
from bats and other nocturnal marauders. One of the huge 
Kashiri pots, turned upside-down, made an excellent chicken- 
coop, especially when a hole had been knocked in the side, which 
allowed the hens to come in and out but which was carefully 
closed every evening when they had gone to roost. 

All the way along 1 found that the Indians were very glad to 
get my cheap Brazilian cigarettes. This was rather surprising, as 
nearly every medoka had a small tobacco plantation. Tobacco 
appeared to be a really native product. It must have existed in 
this region long before the weed was known even to Europeans. 
The quality of the Indian tobacco was quite good, although the 
way of curing it was very primitive. The Indians would gather 
the raw tobacco leaves and dry them near a fire. The leaves would 
later be moistened again and then pounded together so as to form 
a sort of cylindrical brick. From these tobacco bricks huge cigars 
would be made, averaging from two to three feet in length. 

These cigars were usually reserved for festival occasions. One 
cigar sufficed for a whole community at any one sitting. The 
cigar was usually held in a huge wooden prong or fork elaborately 
carved and decorated. The local chief took the first whiff of the 
cigar, alter which it was handed around to the other male members 
of the community. These cigars were frightfully strong, as I 
learned to my cost. I, too, was forced to take a whiff from the 
communal cheroot, and although I had long been accustomed to 
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the rankest shag* I was nearly bowled over by this Amazonian 
substitute for a peace-pipe. 

I think that even the Indians must have found the cigars very 
strong, as they were reserved for high and solemn moments when 
the natives did not mind getting dizzy. This would account for 
the popularity of my cigarettes. Tribal etiquette prohibited the 
women from smoking the huge cigars — ^these cigars had almost a 
religious significance, and women in the Amazon Basin were not 
permitted to have anything to do with religion. But I found that 
the ladies could and would puff away at my cigarettes as well as 
any male. 

The Indian males seemed to thkok it even better to get a whiff 
from my pipe than to receive a whole cigarette for themselves. I 
am sure that my poor pipe was shoved into at least a thousand 
mouths besides my own during the course of the expedition. 

Tobacco appeared to be known to all the tribes of the Amazon 
Basin, though the method of smoking varied slightly from tribe 
to tribe. My Tukano host told me with much merriment of a 
strange custom practised by the Witoto Indians who lived many 
hundreds of miles to the south. According to my informant, these 
Indians never smoked tobacco but preferred to boil the tobacco 
leaves to a thick juice, which was placed in a special jar in the 
middle of the maloka. Of an evening when the men were gathered 
together to discuss the affairs of State, some warrior would put 
forth some proposition and then, dipping a stick into the tobacco 
juice, pass it over his tongue. All those who agreed with him 
would follow his example as a token of assent. 

My host told me many other stories concerning the Witotos, 
whose customs seemed to be fairly well known in this region in spite 
of the great distance that separates the Witotos from the Tukanos. 
The Witoto women, I was told, wore absolutely no clothing, but 
were very fond of painting themselves with very elaborate designs, 
designs much more elaborate than those executed by the Betoya 
tribes. Painting of some sort seemed to be common to all the 
Amazonian Indians, but 1 could find no definite trace of tattooing. 

I had seen tobacco everywhere among the Indians from the 
very beginning of my journey, but it was only after leaving the 
Waikano territory that 1 first came into contact with the extra- 
ordinary stimulant known as coca. It is from the coca leaf that 
the Europeans prepare the insidious drug cocaine. But as prepared 
and used by the Indians, coca appears to have a much less 
dangerous effect ; some would even ascribe to it a beneficial action. 
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Even so there appears to be a very sharp boundary line between 
the users and non-users of coca. To the south and west of where 
we were, stretched the coca territory almost without a break to 
far away Peru. To the north and east, in the country through 
which we had passed, I had found no trace of it. The Waikanos 
looked upon the drug with disgust, and even the Tukanos on the 
main Uaupes River seemed to be unacquainted with its use, but 
the Tukanos on the Papory were coca addicts. This would seem 
to argue for a spread of the coca habit in this region at a com- 
paratively recent date, certainly after the break-up of the Tukano 
nation into a number of different groups. 

Coca was one of the principal drugs at the ancient Court of the 
Incas in Peru. It is very probable that the knowledge of this drug 
has gradually spread eastwards through the jungle as a sort of 
posthumous working out of Inca influences, for coca could not 
have reached this section of the country until long after the 
downfall of the Inca Empire. 

In the course of coca’s progress through the jungle, the method 
of its preparation seems to have undergone a good deal of modifica- 
tion. The ancient chronicles tell us that the subjects of the Inca 
emperors were in the habit of chewing the coca leaves. This was 
simplicity itself compared with the work my Tukano friends had 
to carry out before the drug was ready for consumption. On 
several occasions I watched some of the younger tribesmen go 
through the various stages of preparation. First of all, the leaves 
would be plucked from the coca bush and then dried or roasted in 
a pot over the fire. The dry leaves would then be pounded in a 
mortar into a rough powder. To this powder would be added the 
ashes of burnt begonia leaves and the mixture then placed inside 
of a bast sack attached to a long pole. This sack was then pounded 
against the walls of a wooden cylinder until the refined coca 
powder gradually seeped through the sack, leaving the impurities 
inside. The coca was then ready for consumption. 

By means of a special spoon or ladle made of bone, the coca 
powder was scooped into one side of the mouth and there gradiudly 
allowed to dissolve, whereupon it was automatically swallowed 
with the saliva. A coca-taker always looked like a man with an 
abscessed tooth. 

The effects of the drug are very remarkable. It allows a man 
to go for days and nights on end without either eating or sleeping 
and to accomplish marvels of physical exertion while under its 
influence. When famine comes, or when a long journey has to be 
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entertained, the Indian has only to swallow this drug to be pre- 
pared for all emergencies. But unlike cocaine, coca does not seem 
to have any markedly deleterious effect upon the body. Even 
habitual users seem to live to a great age and with unimpaired 
physical powers, though 1 noticed that coca users were usually 
not as clean physically as those who kept away from the drug. I 
also noticed that coca seemed to produce flatulence in a very 
marked degree. 

In our case coca proved a distinct help. Shortly after entering 
the Tukano country, I let most of my Tariano paddlers return to 
Yawaretc and took in their place a number of Tukanos. When- 
ever food supplies ran low and I was worried as to how to make 
two or three fish do for the whole party, the Tukanos would 
voluntarily waive their claim to a share in the evening repast, 
assuring me they were perfectly content with their coca-powder, 
although in many cases they had paddled some ten hours up- 
stream. I, too, tried a bit of this magic powder but could not 
become very enthusiastic about it. On me it had chiefly a nauseat- 
ing effect. Worse still, half an hour after the coca had been 
swallowed, 1 found that 1 was still quite prepared to eat a hearty 
meal. It was remarkable to see what different effects a drug 
could have on different persons. 

To a certain extent coca seemed to have the same effect upon the 
Indians as a good mellow bottle of wine upon Europeans. Fre- 
quently of an evening I would chat with the chief of whatever 
maloka we were visiting, and after he had consumed a certain 
amount of coca, he would usually unlimber a bit from his dignity 
and would tell me some of the old legends and traditions of his 
tribe. One or two of these legends were, to me at least, so interest- 
ing that I reproduce them here. 

According to one very quaint legend, long, long ago the tribes 
in this region were unacquainted with the use of fire. Then 
fire was sent by God to the earth. It was first given to the 
Tarianos who at that time lived on the Aiari River far away to 
the north. All the other tribes sent representatives to view this 
new wonder. At last, the Jaeare or crocodile offered to take this 
fire and distribute it to all the various tribes so that every man 
could have the benefit thereof. The owners of the fire were foolish 
enough to give it to him. When the Jaeare had swum to the 
middle of the river, he sank, and the fire disappeared. Mankind 
was disconsolate at this grave loss and sought the aid of various 
other animals in order to get back the precious gift from the gods. 
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The frogs gave a great banquet to which they invited the Jacare, 
but the sly Jacare came only to the door, and when the frogs 
croaked in premature exultation over their success, the Jacare went 
quickly away. 

Mankind then sought the aid of the wise old lizard who acted as 
medicine man to the Jacare. The lizard went to treat the crocodile, 
and in the approved fashion of all medicine men, he blew and 
sucked all over the Jacare’s body, pretending to treat him for an 
illness, but in reality trying to find out where the Jacare had 
hidden the fire. As the result of this treatment, smoke came out 
from the Jacare’s body, but the lizard could not find out where 
the fire was hidden. Mankind then went to the white Japo bird, 
who was knoAvn to be very wise, but although the white Japo 
bird searched ever3rwhere, even he could not find it. 

At last in despair, mankind went to the black Japo bird who was, 
and still is, possessed of a curved beak, and by means of this 
curved beak, the black Japo found the precious fire in the very 
tip of the Jacare’s nose and restored it to human beings. Since 
then mankind has been much more careful with this gift of fire, 
and in no maloka is the fire ever allowed to go out. 

Even more interesting to me was the story I got concerning the 
origin of man in this part of the world. I was very anxious to find 
out if the Indians had any traditions as to whether or not they 
had come from the east or from the west. After I had tried 
unsuccessfully to solve this problem by questioning various 
Tukanos, my good friend Kandi came forth one evening with the 
following legend. According to him, all the Indians of the Amazon 
came, not from the far*away mountains to the west, but frx>m a 
great sea to the east. Once, long long ago, a great sea monster, 
who lived at the mouth of the Amazon River, built a vessel and 
ascended the stream. In this vessel there also came a number of 
birds. Eventually the vessel was stranded on the Jacare Island 
on the Uaupes River and was there shipwrecked. The birds flew 
away and were eventually transformed into Tukano tribesmen, 
while the fish monster (wai) gave rise to other men, namely, the 
Waikanos. 

This childish legend may well contain a grain of truth. It has 
long bf;en a disputed point as to whether the Indians of the Amazon 
came from the Andes or from the east. Personally, as the 
result of months of study of this question, I am convinced that 
the following process must have taken place. Originally South 
America was peopled by a very primitive race now nearly extinct 
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but of which the Pogsas are probably a remnant. The typical South 
American Indians are of Asiatic origin. They probably descended 
along the west coast of North America and passed over the Isthmus 
of Panama to the South American continent. From the northern- 
most part of South America there must have been two different 
migratory waves. One migration was along the west coast, and 
resulted in peopling the Andean regions, where later the Inca 
culture was destined to arise. The other migration was along the 
east coast, from which point the Indians gradually penetrated 
westwards into the heart of the Amazon jungle. The invaders 
killed off most of the original inhabitants, but probably married 
some of their women. 

It is impossible, of course, to give any precise date to this 
migration, but it was probably a comparatively recent occurrence. 
We all know the marked difference there was, certainly as regards 
Europe, between the palseolithic and the neolithic cultures. In 
the older period the stone implements were only roughly hewn 
and chipped. In the later period the stone implements were 
carefully polished. It is a very curious fact that, up to the present 
time, no palseolithic or rough-chipped stone implements have been 
found in the jungles of South America. As far as we can go back, 
even the most primitive of the tribes possessed polished stone 
weapons. It seems therefore probable that the tribes which 
invaded South America had already passed beyond the palseolithic 
stage before they arrived in their new habitat. 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


HUNTING WITH POISONED ABBOWS 

F or the most part our daily routine continued to be very 
much the same as it had been earlier in the journey. 
Each morning and each afternoon we spent on the river, 
in our constant progress upstream. All the malokeu we 
came across along the banks of the main river were inhabited by 
Tukanos — ^but my Indians informed me that far up the various 
rivulets we passed there were Desano settlements — and that beyond 
the Desanos, in the virgin forest, there were roving hordes of 
Pogsas. 

Portions of this so-called virgin forest must have been fairly 
well traversed. The Tigui^ River, also inhabited by Tukanos, ran 
in an almost parallel line to the Papory, four or five days’ journey 
to the south, and I was told that the dwellers on the two streams 
paid one another frequent visits, cutting across the jungle in order 
to do so. 

Kandi and his two sons were followers of the old school and 
believed in endless ceremonial. Whenever we arrived at a new 
maloka, instead of the few words of greeting which I had been in 
the habit of giving when we were travelling alone, Kandi would 
start a long sing-song incantation with our hosts which lasted 
nearly an hour. He told me that I was supposed to do all this, 
but that he would act for me owing to my ignorance of etiquette 
and good manners. It was interesting to see his belief — a belief 
shared by all the natives, that it is the Indians who are cultured, 
and the Whites who are barbarians in their manners. 

As we continued upstream I was pleased to find that the hostile 
attitude at first assumed by the Tukanos wore off and that I waw 
a more or less welcome guest. I found that in every case the 
Indians knew of my coming beforehand, and that contrary to all 
native usage, they had stretched a hammock near the entrance to 
the malokot in which I was invited to sit as soon as 1 arrived. From 
this point of vantage, and consoled by my pipe, I could listen to 
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the ceiemonial pandemonium which was carried on by way of 
greeting. This ceremonial was marked by endless repetition, in 
which each person invariably echoed the last words of the previous 
speaker. 

“ We have come ” — “ You have come ” — “ We have come from 
down the river ” — “ From down the river ” — From down the river 
after traversing many, many leagues ” — “ Many, many leagues ” — 
“ Many, many leagues, and visiting many, many tribes, and many 
valiant chiefs ” — “ Many valiant chiefs,” and so on indefinitely. 

When we had safely arrived at our destini^tion each evening, 
I found this flow of words rather pleasing, but it had its dis- 
advantages when, as frequently happened, we passed some canoe 
on the river coming from the opposite direction. Whenever this 
occurred we had to halt, while Kandi exchanged compliments with 
the occupants of the canoe. This frequently meant that we were 
an hour or so late in arriving at a place where we could prepare our 
midday or evening meal — and etiquette and an empty stomach 
made very bad companions. 

In spite of their rigid adherence to all the rules of etiquette, I 
noticed that there were two points on which my Waifcano com- 
panions held fast to their independence. One was their refusal to 
take any coca, the other was their insistence upon sleeping outside 
the maloka. Each evening all of the men of whatever mtdoka we 
were visiting would gather together in a circle, in the centre of 
which was seated the local chief, da Silva and myself. The women- 
folk usually squatted in the gloom behind the men. During the 
long-winded conversations which followed, a bowl filled with coca 
would go the roimd. Each man was expected to take a mouthful, 
but Kandi and his sons, with rather obvious disdain, would pass 
the bowl on untasted. On one occasion to be sure, when Kandi 
was safely out of sight, 1 saw one of his sons try a small dose, but 
judging by his expression he found the drug as unpleasant as I did. 

In the same way — tdthough, in most cases, there was plenty of 
room in the various nuUokas we visited — ^Kandi and his little party 
preferred to pitch their camp by the side of the river, in close 
proximity to the boats. Camp-pitching consisted, of course, 
merely in the hanging up of hammocks between the trees, and in 
making a fire. Even in the event of a heavy rainfall they preferred 
to take refuge in the boats rather than sleep inside the maloka. 
It was obvious that Kandi thought that the elaborate exchange of 
compliments was all very well, but that he intended to see that the 
line of retreat was not cut off in case of a surprise attack. 



HUNTING WITH POISONED ARROWS 178 

I, for my part, continued to put trust in our hosts and slept 
indoors, though I always kept a loaded rifle by the side of my 
hammock. Events showed that my confidence was justified, for 
I found that as long as we stayed in Tukano territory we had more 
to fear from the perils of hunger than from savage attack. 

My scanty supply of biscuits had long since given out. Sweet 
potatoes and tnakatheras were much rarer than they had been 
further down the river, so that I was forced to rely entirely on 
beyu as a substitute for bread and vegetables. Beiju could only 
be made palatable by the addition of jam — ^but the jam was fast 
disappearing — and so it now became necessary to reserve this 
delicacy for rare occasions, and to take the sharp native pitnenia 
as a substitute at ordinary times. I was luckier than many of 
iny companions as 1 had long been accustomed to highly-seasoned 
dishes, but neither Mannling nor my Brazilian servants could 
stomach the “ heat ” of native seasoning. Once or twice we were 
fortunate enough to secure a bowl of specially prepared nuts, 
somewhat resembling our chestnuts. These nuts were mashed 
into a uniform mass, a little seasoning was added, and the whole 
mess was then allowed to go bad. At the end of about three weeks 
of waiting we had before us a very excellent imitation of highly- 
flavoured Gk>rgonzola cheese. 

Fortunately 1 found that our supply of tea would be more than 
sufficient to last us for many months to come, and so I allowed my 
little party many a wild tea orgy when there was nothing else to 
be had, though with the tea it was necessary to take sugar and 
milk in strictly limited doses. But as long as we had any tea 1 felt 
assured that Joaquim would be forced to follow my instructions 
and really boil all the water which we were to drink. 

I was interested to find that the Indians had no substitute for 
our ordinary beverages. Tea and coffee were, of course, unknown. 
Cocoa never spread from Ecuador to the Amazon Basin. Even 
more surprising, the famous mate herb of the Guarani Indians, in 
the extreme south of the Amazon district, never found its way to 
the natives living north of the main Amazon River, although it 
has succeeded in becoming the standard drink of many parts of 
South America, even amongst the white population. 

On special occasions my Indian friends of the North-west 
Amazon Basin had recourse to Kashiri. At all ordinary times they 
were content with water, though to be sure, in nearly all cases this 
water had farinha mixed with it, giving it a slightly sour taste. 
Considering the fact that the water was ordinary river water and 
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that it was never boiled, it was rather surprising that typhoid and 
other similar fevers were apparently unknown. I oiw scarcely 
credit the Indian assertion that the addition of tbe JMnha or 
mandioka flour made the water harmless. 

Prom the very beginning of the journey until we were well into the 
Tukano territory we did a roaring trade in salt. Many of my most 
precious specimens of Indian handicraft were secured at the price 
of a handful of the precious saline, but our stock eventually became 
so deplenished that I was forced to reserve the rest for our own 
cdhsumption. Our supply of the various other barter goods was 
also running low, and I had some fear that we should have nothing 
with which to pay our way when we came to the tribes further up 
the river. But at least we were helped by the fact that the further 
we travelled the more valuable our goods became, Further down 
the river a handful of beads or a mirreur had scarcely been enough 
to secure us a day’s provender, but already these things were 
considered the foimdation of a fortune, and at this rate of progress 
I felt that in a month or two's time I could buy up a whole maloka 
with a pair of scissors. 

As the Indians could no longer secure salt from us, I was rather 
curious to find out how they managed as regards the salt question 
when left to their own devices. The desire for salt seems to be a 
craving innate to the human race — ^far more universal and more 
pressing than the desire for sweets, and yet salt is almost unknown 
in the giant fresh-water basin of the Amazon. 

Salt as such is ahnost unobtainable, and it would seem to have 
been the desire for a substitute seasoning which has led the 
Indians into using their sharp pimenta in such vast quantities. 
It has been said that it is the desire for salt which has brought 
about the curious habit of earth-eating amongst the children, 
which is regarded as a special secret vice by the Indian parents. 
I have also heard it asserted that the cannibalism practised by 
several of the South American tribes is really due to a desire for 
salt, as human flesh contains a larger proportion of saline material 
than that of most animals. 

The natives of the North-west are luckier with respect to salt 
than are many of their cousins in other parts of the Amazon Basin. 
They have discovered that a certain weed manages to extract 
a good deal of salt even from fresh water. 

This weed looks very much like European watercress. It 
grows principally on stones which are subject to the constant 
pounding of falling water, such as the stones underneath the 
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numerous cachoeircu. In fact, I never saw this weed growing 
anywhere in still water. All so-called fresh water contains, of 
course, a minute quantity of saltr— but the quantity is so minute 
that it is not noticeable when one drinks it. The weed in question 
seems to have the faculty of extracting this minute quantity of 
salt from the water which, passes over it, so that by eating the 
weed the Indians are able to palliate to a great extent their desire 
for saline substances. I ate this weed on several occasions. It 
certainly had a bitter, salty taste, though I could not be sure 
tiiat this flavour was really due to the presence of sodium chloride. 

As long as the tea canister held out and we kept near a river, 
I knew we should have something to drink, and as long as we 
continued to come across malokas filled with busy women who 
knew how to prepare beiju, I knew that we should not actually 
starve. Yet in spite of what the modem food specialists tell us, 
a vegetarian leads worse than a dog’s life (for even dogs are not 
vegetarians), and as wc were forced more and more to live on 
the surrounding country, our little stops in order to try om hand 
at hunting or fishing became more frequent. But for a long 
time after entering the Tukano territory there was a great scarcity 
both of game and of fish. This region was for the Amazon so 
populous, so filled with skilled hunters that the forests had been 
largely thinned of suitable prey, and as we were still in the rainy 
season, most of the fish had retired to odd nooks in the flooded 
forests and were no longer swarming in the river. 

We were extremely unlucky in one respect. In the Amazon 
region good fishing is only to be had in the dry season, but it 
was our bad fortune always to be a few weeks ahead of the dry 
season. When we left Manoas, the dry season was supposed to be 
just beginning. But in the huge Amazon Basin the seasons are 
not everywhere the same, and slowly as we had been travelling 
we had been travelling more quickly than the seasons. Every- 
where we went we were told that in another two or three weeks 
the dry weather — and good fishing would begin. 

But needs must when the devil drives. With hunger pressing 
us, we redoubled our exertiorrs, and in no case were we long 
without sufficient food. We could not rely upon buying fish or 
game from the malokas we visited, so we ourselves had to see to 
it that the larder was regularly replenished. Kandi and the other 
Indians of my party were of great help in this respect, as they 
were all skilled hunters. Incidentally by watching them I gained 
an excellent insight into Indian methods of fishing and “ shooting.” 
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It was obvious that the Indians were originally entirely without 
knowledge of fishing by means of hook and line. This, no doubt, 
was due to ignorance of the use of metals, though occasionally 
I saw very ingenious bone hooks which had been made recently. 
Isolated iron fish-hooks, introduced by the white man, which had 
made their way far away into the interior of the jungle by means 
of intertribal barter, served no doubt as models. But though 
the Indians have only recently adopted the hook, they have 
proved very apt pupils in the art of angling. 

The fish-hook has not been able, though, to oust the older indigen- 
ous methods of fishing. These consist either of catching the fish in 
specially constructed traps or nets, or by shooting with bow and 
arrow, or by means of poison. I had heard a good deal of the 
art of fishing by archery, but it was Kandi who showed me the 
perfection to which this art could be brought. He would stand 
alert with drawn bow and arrow while wc slowly paddled along 
some likely place, such as where a sand bank lay only a few feet 
underneath the water. The sand bank served as an excellent 
“ background,” as we could see everything that passed over it in 
the water below. Usually a flash of silver was all that told of the 
presence of a fish, but immediately upon seeing the flash Kandi 
would let fly the arrow. In almost every case the shot went 
home. This accuracy was all the more remarkable in view 
of the deflecting power of the water, but the wily Indians have 
learned carefully to allow for this deflection when taking aim. 

This skilled process is, however, very slow when, as in our case, 
one has to provide constantly for fourteen hungry mouths. For 
this reason Kandi would not unfrcquently have recourse to 
poison. Where the water was turbid he would prepare little 
pellets consisting of tiny pieces of meat mixed with the chopped-up 
leaves of a bush which we found planted near many of the tnalokas 
and which contained some obscure poison. These pellets were 
thrown into the water and soon disappeared, but should any fish 
be present they would almost invariably swallow the poison 
pellets, and a few seconds later the fish would become stupefied 
and rise to the surface of the water. 

Even more effective was the method of fish poisoning which 
was employed by Kandi when we came to some back stream 
where the water was comparatively calm. He would cut the stalks 
of certain bushes we found growing wild in the forest and when 
we at last came to a suitable spot in the river he would pound 
these stalks to a pulp and pour a certain amount of water over 
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them. This gave rise to a thick milky-looking liquid which was 
then thrown into the river. I was surfiirised to see that even 
comparatively small quantities of this poison were sufficient to 
stupefy all the fish in the surrounding water. In a few moments 
the surface of the water would be covered with paralyzed fish 
which we could gather in with no difficulty. 

Hunting in the forest was a much more difficult problem. Not 
infrequently we would leave our boats by the river-bank and roam 
for hours through the forest looking for game. Mfinnling and I 
took with us shot-gun and rifle. Incidentally, we found the rifle 
almost useless during the whole journey, and 1 should advise 
future explorers of this region to content themselves with fairly 
heavy shot-guns. The Indians, of course, were unacquainted 
with firearms, and took with them only their bows and arrows 
and not infrequently a blowpipe. The blowpipe was used largely 
for securing birds and the smaller varieties of monkeys, the bows 
and arrows for the larger animals. On several occasions 1 let 
Kandi shoot with my gun, but rather to my surprise he informed 
me after several experiments that he thought a blovrpipe or a 
bow and arrow the better weapon, because the noise of one shot 
would frighten away other game, while with the native weapons 
one could make shot after shot without disturbing other possible 
victims. The chief advantage of firearms was, of course, their 
longer carr3ring power, but in the thick jungle where one could 
scarcely see twenty paces ahead, this advantage was slight. 

Both the ordinary arrows shot from a bow, and the long thin 
toothpick-like arrows shot from a blovrpipe were tipped with 
the deadly curari poison, so that a mere smitch was certain to 
bring about death. The preparation of this poison is a long and 
arduous affair. In most cases it can be carried out only by some 
important medicine man, who has been dtily initiated into the 
secret. I was never able to witness the exact method of manu- 
■iacture. The chief ingredient seems to be a creeping vine, which 
I saw not infrequently growing wild in the forest. This plant is 
mixed with water and then boiled down to a thick syrupy sub- 
stance, but this is only the beginning of the long method of pre- 
paration. Kandi informed me that all sorts of other things are 
added to the syrup to add to its potency, such as the skins of toads 
and the hairs of jaguars. But according to him no doubt it was 
the magic formulas muttered bj|| the medicine man which really 
gave the poison its death-dealing qualities. 

Up to the present time no antidote to this poison has been 
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ducoveted. Once one has been wounded with a iK>i8<Hied arrow, 
one must be content to pass on to a better life. The 
acti<ai of curari, however, appears to be painless, briofing 
about naere numbness and gradual suffocation. I was also siir> 
prised to see how slowly the poison worked. Some of the good 
old missionary fathers who first explored the Anaazon, tell us 
that when a man was struck by a poisoned arrow ** before he could 
utter the name Jesus he was dead.” It seems to me that the 
friends of the worthy fathers must have been very slow in 
uttering the sacred name, iot even with small Inrds shot 
with poisoned arrows at least three or four minutes would 
elapse before they expired. In the case of larger animals it 
was not infrequently fifteen at twenty minutes before death took 
place. 

Although a full dose of cwan is invariably deadly the natives , 
have discovered that in diluted form it merely numbs its victims 
temporarily. Making use of this knowledge the Indians are able 
to capture alive any of the animals of the forest should they care 
to do so. This explains the existence of the many house pets in 
the various Indian settlements I visited. Particularly common 
were araras and other Imlliantly coloured birds, as well as various 
varieties of monkeys. 

In most cases when the birds are caught young they are always 
fed by hand, that is, they have food thrust down their throats. 
For this reason the birds never learn to eat unaided, and would 
starve were they to fly away into the jungle. The Indians, there- 
fore, never have to use cages for their pets, nor have they to clip 
their wings to prevent them from flying away. The Indians 
seem to show a real fondness for their pets. I remember seeing 
in one Tukano maloka a tiny baby monkey which had recently 
been captured, and as it was unable to take ordinary food, one 
of the women suckled it along with her own i n fant. 

The most frequent additions to our larder were either monkey? 
or various rodents such as the paca and the cutiya. Once or twice 
our prey was delivered almost into our hands. Twice we saw 
euUyas trying to swim across the river, and while they were 
battling with the water it was easy to secure them. Why they 
should have taken to the water 1 cannot understand, as euHyoB 
are essentiidly land animals. Not improbably they had been 
chased by some roaming jaguar and had taken to the river in 
order to escape from his clutches. Personally, I know of no 
flesh which is more appetizing than that of these rodents, and 
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I would give all the beefMeaks and roast chickens in the world 
in order to banquet off one once more. 

Our search for larger gmne proved more difficult. On one 
occasion, while we were stopping with a Tukano chief, we heard 
that not many miles away was a swamp which was noted as a 
gathering ground fcnr tapirs and deer on account of the brackish- 
ness of its waters. Mannling and I determined to have a shot at 
them, so at one o’clock in the morning we were awakened by the 
chiefs son, who was to act as guide, and we set off on our long 
tramp through the forest. I found the same difficulty in making 
a silent progress through the thick underwood as on previous 
occasions, only in this case the difficulty was heightened by the 
absolute blacl^ess which only seemed heightened by the lantern 
which we took with us. For four hoiu^ we kept steadily on our 
way. Shortly before daybreak we arrived at a small stream. 
Our guide knew that we must be near the right spot, but in the 
darkness he could not find the way. We did not dare beat about 
the bush too much for fear of frightening the animals away, so 
I began to fear that our long march would have been in vain. 

At this stage the chiefs son remembered that not very far 
away was a mcdoka of Desanos, who were renowned as hunters, 
and he determined to go there and ask for aid. While he was 
away I lay down on a rock in the middle of the stream, and in 
spite of the uncomfortable position, was soon fast asleep. Un- 
fortunately I turned over in my sleep and woke up to find myself 
in the water. I had scarcely time to pull off my wet clothes when 
the Tukano youngster returned, accompanied by a Desano. In 
a few moments the latter guided us to the right spot. In fact, 
we were there before we realissed it, and were startled by the sudden 
stampede of two tapirs and three Amazonian deer. We had 
scarcely time to raise our guns before they were away, but we 
sent a parting shot after them which must have told, for after 
following the trail for another mile or so we eventually came upon 
a woxmded tapir which had fallen from exhaustion. 

The tapir is the largest of the wild animals of the Amazon 
forest. He is really a small and very distant cousin of the elephant, 
though from a distance he looks like a huge boar. The flesh 
tastes something like beef, but is rather fatter and richer and the 
Indians have a belief, no doubt well foimded, that it is not wise 
bo eat too much of it. 

We were able to shoot a number of birds from our boats while 
>re were paddling up the river, as many birds have the habit of 
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]iercbii)g on the branches of some tree overlooking the Water. 
1%e best tasting bird was the huge-beaked tukan. Almost as 
good was a large bird which looked like a crow, and which the 
Indian called kookoo, owing to the noise which he made. I was 
interested to see that the Tukanos had no hesitation in eating 
the flesh of the tukan birds although they regarded them as their 
ancestors. When we shot our first haohao, I was surprised to see 
Kandi squeeze out the fluid from the bird’s eyeballs and pour it 
into his own eyes. This bird is supposed to possess unusually 
good eyesight, and Kandi assured me that by anointing his eyes 
with the magic fluid from the bird he could improve his own 
power of vision. 



CHAPtER SEVENTEEN 


WIVES, SLAVES, AMD KIMOS 

T he river continued to be beset every few miles with 
rapids and cataracts, but we were fast becoming masters 
in the art of dealing with these difficulties. My Indian 
paddlers seemed to hail each new rapid with delight, 
although it increased their work enormously. They appeared 
to enjoy battling with the elements, and I was more and more 
struck by their pluck, endurance, and cheeriness in the face of 
danger. Beyond question these cataracts did form a very real 
danger even to the Indians. Frequently they would point to scnne 
spot and tell me that it was here that the brother or the cousin 
of So-and-so was drowned. 

We were very nearly the witnesses of one such accident. In 
the middle of one rapid our boat struck on a rock, and it looked 
as if it were going to be pounded to pieces. One of the Indians 
immediately jumped into the stream. Perched on this rock he 
succeeded in pushing the boat free, but before he could climb 
back into the boat the force of the water had carried him away 
and for a quarter of an hour he had to battle for his life with tfan 
turbulent waves. We, of course, had to undo an hour’s work by 
shooting back with our boat to his rescue. Eventually we managed 
to get him safely on board again. My Indians seemed to regard 
this affair as a huge joke and laughed and jeered at what they 
considered the carelessness of their poor comrade. 

This little accident caused such a delay that night overtook 
us before we could reach a new maloka. We were forced therefore 
to camp in the forest by the side of the river. Early the next morn- 
ing I was awakened by the advent of a small Indian canoe carry- 
ing only a young man and a young woman. Both of them looked 
extremely frightened, but I could secure from them no adequate 
explanation for their coming at such an unseemly hour. They 
cowered among my Indians and tried to make themselves as 
inconspicuous as possible. A few minutes later a larger canoe, 

i8i 
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commanded by a very irate chief, came into view and soon landed 
at our camp. From the vehement language which ensued, I 
soon discovered that I had just been the witness of an interesting 
elopement. 

The young man who had first arrived was a Desano, who had 
run away with the daughter of the Tukano chief who was now 
hotly pursuing him. The young couple threw themselves on my 
mercy, and I had the ticklish job of deciding whether they should 
stay “ eloped ” or not. In this part of the world marriage by 
robbery is still, theoretically at least, the rule. Even when the 
father of the girl consents, the prospective bridegroom pretends 
to capture the bride by force. But in most cases the father is 
aware of what is taking place and connives at the “ robbery,” 
provided that he is given a quid pro quo. The young man either 
agrees to give his sister in marriage to a member of the father-in- 
law’s tribe, following the principle that fair exchange is no robbery, 
or else he is forced to offer the parents of the girl a suitable number 
of presents, such as pots and baskets. 

The young man who had taken refuge with me, however, was 
too poor to pay the necessary tribute, and did not possess a 
marriageable sister. The fact that he was a Desano was also 
against him, as all Tukanos affect to despise the Desanos. But 
I felt a certain amount of sympathy with the course of true love, 
particularly as the girl seemed to be enamoured of the man who 
had stolen her. Consequently I agreed to give the irate father, 
out of my private stores, a sufficient number of fish-hooks, beads, 
and knives to make him consent to the abduction. Now that the 
young couple were free to continue their elopement, I wanted 
to sec if a marriage ceremony would take place, but it seemed 
that among these Indians such a thing was unknown. The young 
man told me that when the bride arrived at her new home, his 
mother would ceremoniously show her her new apartment in the 
medoka and her allotment in the tribal plantation, and the nuptials 
would then be considered complete. 

Even when the marriage takes place under more ordinary 
conditions there is little deviation in the ceremony according 
to what my Indian friends told me. The young man brings 
presents to the bride’s parents. The bride’s tribe then institutes 
a great kashiri festival, in the course of which the father-in-law 
solemnly gives the girl to the prospective bridegroom. After 
this there is the pretence of robbery. The girl wanders down to 
the river-bank near the boats. The yoiuig man seizes her, springs 
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into a canoe and paddles away. The father and mother then 
rush down the medoka and wail and howl over the loss, although 
they no doubt consider themselves very lucky to Have got their 
daughter safely and suitably married. 

A month or so after the nuptials the father and mother of the 
bride pay the young couple a visit and in most oases give them 
a number of household utensils, so that when a young man invests 
his money in a wife he has a fair prospect of getting something 
in return. 

After receiving such an unexpected insight into the method df 
marriage amongst the Indians I naturally became interested in 
their ideas concerning divorce (marriage and divorce are such 
dose corollaries in the modern mind). I was not lucky enough 
to witness personally a native divorce court proceedings, but in 
the course of the next few days I managed to extract from the 
Indians information as to how they regarded the divorce problem. 

Theoretically the man and the woman are each free to get rid 
of the other, but there is this great difference in their position. 
The man can, it is true, send his wife packing off home at any 
moment, but this is considered a great insult not only to the 
woman but also to the woman’s tribe, and without real justifica- 
tion such a proceeding is likely to lead to a tribal war, and conse- 
quently seldom occurs. On the other hand, if a woman being 
dissatisfied with her husband returns to her own people, no tribal 
offence can be taken, as it is considered that a man must be very 
wicked indeed to cause his wife to desert him. 

So deep is the barbarism of the Amazon Indians, therefore, 
that a divorce is one of the rarest of events. So little are they 
accustomed to the benefits and usages of civilization that conjugal 
infidelity, one of the chief causes of divorce, is almost unknown. 
I remember reading in various learned works that in South America, 
“ from the Fireland to the Isthmus of Panama,” it is the universal 
custom of the natives to offer a daughter or a wife to distinguished 
visitors as a token of respect. I regret to say that as far as my 
experience goes, this statement is entirely untnie. In no cases 
had I or any member of my party to suffer from the embraces 
of a fair dame or damsel who was flung at our heads. Pequeneno, 
who, no doubt, would have welcomed these advances, invariably 
got his ears boxed whenever he sought to become too affectionate. 
The only offer I got in this direction was from da Silva, who said 
he would be glad to turn over to me one of his nine wives as a 
keepsake, should we ever get safely back to civilization. 
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No — ^I lived for nuxatha among the Indians, sharing their 
h(»nes and j<^ng in their customs, and 1 am prepared to give 
them Alpha plus in their record of conjugal fidelity any time 
they may apply for it. Occasionally, very occasionally, I had 
reason to believe that among the younger unmarried men and 
women there was a little " carrying on,*’ but once the life partner 
had been chosen, faithfulness was the almost invariable rule. 

Owing to the greater laxity amongst the unmarried girls the 
men were frequently anxious to secure their wives as young as 
possible, and yet there was nothing approaching child marriage 
amongst the Indians. As far as I could tell from appearances 
the average age for marriage amcmgst the women was seventeen 
6t eighteen, and amongst the men twenty to twenty-three. 

Monogamy was almost the invariable r^e amongst all Indians 
with whom I came into contact. Theoretically the chief was 
allowed to have more them one wife, providing the first wife 
consented to having a co-proprietor ; but in the few cases where 
I saw supposed polygamy existing I found that the additional 
wives were wives only in name. Where a warrior had been killed, 
leaving a widow behind, the chief “ married ” the widow, in order 
to allow her to retain her status in the tribe. 

The Indians have no idea of naturalization by marriage. A 
Tariano woman remains a Tariano even though she be married 
to a Tukano. If her Tukano husband dies a few years after the 
marriage, it is only natural that she returns to her own people. 
If, on the other hand, she has lived for many years with her 
husband’s tribe, the older ties and associations are broken and she 
prefers to remain amongst her adopted people even after the 
death of her husband. In such cases she frequently becomes, 
in name at least, the wife of the chief ; less frequently she is taken 
on as an additional wife by a brother of the deceased. 

In dealing with so shy and reserved a people as the Indians 
it is always useful to have some way of breaking the social 
ice. All the way along I found the best method was by de- 
voting myself to the children. By playing with them and talk- 
ing to their mothers about them, or, better still, getting their 
mothers to talk about them (mothers are alike all the world over), 
I found that more could be accomplished than by hours of Kandi’s 
ceremonial palaver. 

This carefully thought-out plan of action taught me a good deal 
concerning the games that are played by the Indian children. 
The youngsters had the same delight in walking about on stilts 
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as everywhere else. The girls particularly were fond of spinning 
“ cats’ cradles.” But by fax the most popular of the pastimes 
was top’Spinning. These tops were made eitlnM^ Out of wax or 
baked clay, through which a small stick had beett thrust to act 
as a point. Some of the tops were much like our own in appear* 
ance. Through others a hole had been bored which caused the 
tops to make a musical noise when they were spun. 

On several occasions I tried to teach the youngsters some of 
our European games, such as “ tag ” and ” blind*man’s buff 
but without much success. They could never fathom the purpose 
of these complicated amusements. I was equally mystified by 
a game which seemed to give the younger Indian children particular 
amusement, and in which I was frequently forced to join. The 
children and I would sit on one of the long benches, arms around 
one another’s necks. Then swaying rapidly forwards and back* 
wards we would cry out “ ai-ai-ai.” When this had gone on for 
some time, we would rub one another on the head and say ” mumi- 
mumi-mumi." This was the beginning and end of the game. 
What it could possibly have meant I have not the slightest idea, 
but each time I played it there were shrieks of joy. 

The only Indian game of this sort which seemed to resemble 
our own was one which the Indians called Anta, or Tapir. Two 
or three of the youngsters stood in the middle of a ring formed 
by all the other children with linked arms. The imprisoned 
Tapirs would first go around the circle, touch each arm and 
demand “ Komenda ” — “ (is it an) iron arm ? ” To which the 
invariable reply was “ Yapeda ” — ” (it is only a) sweet potato 
arm.” Encouraged by this declaration of weakness the imprisoned 
Tapirs would then try to break through. Whoever was the first 
to give way was then forced to take the part of the caged animal. 
The fact that the words anta, komenda, and yapeda were Lingua 
Geral and not Tukano, showed that this game must have come 
from the far-away South, but how and when it was introduced 
is more than I can say. 

We had gradually come to the heart of the Tukano coimtry, 
in which Indian pride reaches its acme. In many instances 
this pride naturally took the form of trying to lead as gentle- 
manly — that is to say, as idle — a life as possible. This was 
rendered possible by the fact that several of the nudokas I visited 
were possessed of four or five Pogsa slaves, who had been captured 
by the Tukano warriors on some marauding expedition. 

On the whole, these Pogsa slaves seemed well and even kindly 
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treated. This doubtless accounted for the fact that they made 
little or no effort to escape. Thoe was nevertheless no doubt as 
to the subservient posititm occupied by the slaves. They wem 
not even allowed to sleep inside of the great malokM, but were 
forced to build for themselves little huts a few hundred yards 
away. In several cases Pogsa women as well as Pogsa men had 
been caught. The men and women were allowed to live a family 
life so that they could breed further slaves for their masters. 
The slave children seem to be u regular artiole commerce. 
On more than one occasion 1 wis ask^ if 1 did not want to pur- 
chase a P(^a boy. It would hafe been rather romantic in this 
very dreary modem world of ours to be the possessor of a hill- 
blown slave, but as I should not have known what to do with 
one, I was forced to decline the bargain. 

1 was able to observe, however, that these slaves were allowed 
to have certain property of their own. Two or three Pogsa helped 
us in getting the boats over a bad waterfall, and I was not quite 
certain whether I was to pay them or their masters for their 
labour — ^but I found that the masters claimed rather less than 
half of the total wage and allowed their ehattels to retain the 
rest. 

In many respects the Pogsa were treated as a sort of household 
animal, as a particularly useful sort of dog, except that the Tukano 
children frequently played with the dogs, and a Tukano mother 
thought it very degrading if her offspring played with the Pogsa 
brats. But 1 noticed that the slaves were allowed their share of 
kashiri and even of the divine coca after their masters had had 
their fill, though on no occasion were they allowed to join in the 
general conversation. Nor were they allowed to wear any feather 
ornaments or to join in any of the tribal dances. 

The work required of the Pogsa slaves was not particularly 
arduous. The female slaves had to do the work on the plantations, 
so that their mistresses could continue to lie at ease in their 
hammocks. The male slaves helped in all the rougher work about 
the maloka. They were also expected to use their almost animal 
cunning in the trapping of wild animals. Altogether the slave- 
owning Tukanos had a very fine time of it. I noticed that several 
of the chiefs were too lazy to hold the huge native cigars in front 
of their own mouths. Even this work had to be performed by 
a Pogsa. 

And yet 1 must say that these enslaved Pogsas seemed to be 
faring rather better than their wild cousins of the jungles. They 
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looked better nourished and better groomed. Slavery is not 
always bad for a people, at least hrom the material point of view. 
There is no question but that the majority of the negro slaves in 
the old days in North America led a better life than do the majority 
of their emancipated descendants. When one is a slave there 
is no non-employment problem, one always knows where the 
next meal is coming froni. When one is old or sick one cannot 
be cut off the employment list. 

At the same time it must be admitted that there are certian 
dLsadvantages about being a slave. In spite of what I have said 
about the very high morality of most of the Indians I noticed 
that a ** little affair ” with a pretty Pogsa woman did not seem 
to be considered a very serious matter. The slaves also had a 
bad time of it if an epidemic broke out and the local medicine man 
did not know how to cure it. The Indians believe that no disease 
comes naturally. It is always the result of “ black magic ” on 
the part of some evil-wisher or of some malicious spiritual influ- 
ence. As far as 1 could gather from talking to my Indian friends, 
when a medicine man could find no other obvious cause of disease 
and no reliable cure, he was apt to suggest that one of the slaves 
had been practising black magic, and was therefore the cause 
of all the trouble. In such cases it was apt to go rather badly 
with the unfortunate slave. 

Very much to the astonishment and rather to the indignation 
of the Tukanos, I continued to devote a good deal of attention 
to the Pogsas. I think that to the Tukanos the study of monkeys 
would have been more intelligible than the study of Pogsa language 
and customs. Rather to my surprise, I found that to a certain 
extent, in type, and to a larger extent in language, the Pogsas 
of this region differed very considerably from those whom 1 had 
visited several weeks earlier on the I^ku Igarape. This fact 
seemed to add weight to the supposition that the Pogsas are the 
remnants of an old, almost extinct, race, and not merely a de- 
generate and rather unfortunate trihe. 

My interest in the Pogsas did not prevent my continuing 
to take a very active interest in the customs and traditions of 
their masters. Gradually, as the Tukanos became more and 
more accustomed to me and my ways, they began to tell me 
something of their old historical legends, and I began to get an 
insight into the soul of a people who must at one time have con- 
stituted a large and powerful though now forgotten kingdom. 
Most of the Indian tribes of the Amazon Basin formed tiny isolated 
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groups with almost no historical tradition. They were never able 
to build up any important political organization. Judging from 
their own stories and from the accounts of other tribes, the Tukanos 
must have formed an exception to this rule, although the glory of 
the emcient Tukano kingdom has vanished for ever. 

Evening after evening in the various malokaa which we visited 
I would get the tribal elders to recount the days of long ago. 
Bit by bit I began to get an inkling of the history of this vanished 
empire. 

All the Tukanos seemed to agree with the legend whidi I have 
mentioned previously that they with the other Betoya tribes had 
come from the East, “from the great, great river.” Whereas 
the smaller tribes confined themselves to the minor tributaries, 
the Tukanos populated the banks of the main Uaupes River, and 
had built up two important strongholds, namely, Ipanore and 
Yawarete. In and around these two places the Tukanos waxed 
in number and in strength, and gradually formed a fairly centralized 
political organization. 

At that time the Papory and Tigui4 Rivers were in the hands 
of various rival tribes, such as the Yurutis, Kobeowas, and Baras. 
Eventually a great war broke out between the Tukanos on the 
one side and the various other tribes on the other, in which, after 
incredible bloodshed, the Tukanos emerged victorious. The 
Yurutis and Baras were reduced to a mere handful of men, and 
were forced to retreat to the very head waters of the Papory and 
Tigui6 Rivers respectively. The Kobeowas were driven further 
to the north and west (where they still remain), occupying a 
territory which was previously inhabited only by wandering 
Pogsas. For a long time the Tukanos had undisputed possession 
of the whole of the lower Uaupes as well as of the Papory and Tigui4 
River systems. 

At this period the Tukanos seemed to have been ruled over by 
various members of a special family, concerning which many 
remarkable traditions still exist. This ruling family was always 
referred to as the ” Waiyapisa,” or the hairy ones. This is a 
very ciirious epithet when one remembers the hairlcssness of 
nearly all South American Indians. The members of this family 
are also considered to have been much lighter in colour than any 
of their tribesmen. Tradition says that they were adorned with 
many golden ornaments. This is also worthy of note, as almost 
none of the other Amazon tribes were acquainted with the working 
of any form of metal, remaining in an entirely Stone Age untO 
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the coming of the white men. This was, of coiirse, in contradistinc- 
tion to the skilled metal workem of the far-away Andean civili 2 sa- 
tions. The Tukanos have now entirely lost the art of gold working, 
nor could 1 find out where their ancient rulers could have obtained 
their gold. 

The memory even of the vanished fashions of the ancient days 
seems to remain very vivid in the modem Tukano minds. The 
women showed me how in the days of long, long ago the ladies 
did up their hair in a curious puff at the back of their heads un- 
supported by a comb. The men at that time wore their hair, 
not short as at present, but done up in a curious short pigtail, 
plaited at the back of the head. What the pigtail was doing in 
the Amazon region is more than I can imagine. 

Following the great victory of the Tukanos there came a period 
of tribal, one could almost say, national grandeur. But the day 
of reckoning was soon to follow. At the period of their greatest 
glory the Tukanos were ruled over by four brothers, all of them 
great chiefs. The names of each of the brothers, the names and 
“ nationalities ” even of their wives are preserved to-day, although 
these events lie several centuries back, and there are, of course, 
no written records. The fact that the wife of one of the great 
chiefs was a Tariano shows that the Amak tribes were gradually 
seeping in from the North, although they did not dare as yet to 
dispute possession of the Uaupes River with the Tukanos. 

These four valiant chiefs sighed like Alexander of Macedon for 
more worlds to conquer. Their kingdom, great as it was, was to 
be still further enlarged. This time instead of going to the smaller 
tributaries to the West, the Tukano mlers determined to go back 
to the land of their distant ancestors, to sail down the Rio Negro 
back to the “ mother of the waters,” and there to retake the land 
from which their ancestors had migrated. 

The four chiefs, followed by more than half of the Tukano 
population, set out on their voyage of migration and of conquest. 
The great settlements at Ipanore and Yawarete were deserted. 
Only a few malokas on the Papory and Tigui4 Rivers were left 
undisturbed to act as frontier posts against the defeated tribes. 
When the four chiefs went away they left no unified regency, 
but instructed the heads of the individual malokas to manage 
their own affairs until they, the supreme rulers, should return. 

The main horde of the Tukanos swept down the Rio Negro, 
and for a long time seemed to have been triumphant everywhere 
they went. None of the other native tribes could withstand 
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them. My informants assured me that the Tukano warriors of 
old did in fact reach the main Amazon stream, and busied them* 
selves there carving out a new empire. It was just at this time 
that the first white men made their appearance in the Amazon 
basin. A war broke out between the whites and the Tukanos 
for the mastery of the region. After a long battle the superiority 
of the white man’s firearms brought the period of Tukano mastery 
to an end. The Tukanos received an overwhelming defeat. Great 
numbers of them were killed. Some retreated to the Rio Negro 
and founded a settlement there. A few stragglers made their 
way back to their homes on the Uaupes and brought tidings of 
the great tragedy which had occurred. 

After the great migration and the tragic defeat which followed it, 
great stretches of the original Tukano territory remained almost 
unpopulated. The remaining Tukanos could no longer maintain 
control over the huge territory which they had conquered. The 
Tarianos came in from the North and settled even in Ipanore 
and Yawarete, the strongholds of the old Tukano regime. The 
Waikanos migrated down the Maku Igarape, and took over even 
part of the Papory. The remaining Tukanos were broken up into 
more or less isolated groups. The tragedy of a rising empire, 
nipped in the bud, had been played out. The present Tukanos 
have little more than memories to console them. 

Many months later on my return to civilization 1 tried to check 
the story of the great migration from the white man’s point of 
view by looking up some of the old Portuguese chronicles. I 
was unable to do so satisfactorily, but the accounts that I heard in 
the jungle were so clear and exact, so uniform, and so well con- 
firmed by the members of other tribes, that I feel convinced that 
in its broad outlines the story must have had an historical basis. 

The Tukanos have never recovered from the blow which they 
received long ago. It is probable from their present aristocratic 
languor that they will never again rise to real greatness. Under 
the able rulership of Kandi and his two sons (both of the sons 
seemed to have inherited much of their father’s organizing ability), 
it is possible that the Waikanos may have more of a political 
future than the Tukanos ; but with the gradual advance of the 
white man into recesses of the Amazonian forest, it seems likely 
that any Indian kingdom would meet the same tragic end as did 
that of the Tukanos. 

It will probably be a very long time before the white man 
begins really to colonize the Amazon region and utilize its enormous 
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natural resources. But the richness of the river>banks in rubber 
and balata are bound to bring to them increasing numbers of 
rubber collectors, and with the coming of the rubber men the 
simplicity and the independence of the Indian tribes is doomed. 
From time to time, as we battled up the river, da Silva, an 
authority on such matters, would point out to me some tree from 
which one of the several varieties of rubber or balata latex could 
be secured. His trained eye could’ tell approximately how much 
of the precious substance such tree could produce. As he showed 
me this natural wealth I realized how great was the danger to 
which my wild free Indian friends were exposed. 



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


THE PAGEANT OF THE DEMONS AND OF SEX 

yA T last we came to the point where the Papory broke up 
into two smaller streams, called by the Indians Awa 

/— % and Paka, and we had to decide which one of the 
jL JL.two streams we should follow. The Paka came in 
from the north, and though it was supposed to flow through 
very interesting country, it would have taken us very much out 
of our way. Consequently we made up our minds to paddle up 
the Awa, so that we could continue in a westerly direction. Before 
going further, however, we determined to eat our midday meal 
on the little spit of land which marked the junction of the 
waters. 

Here we found not a nudoka but a small, and for the time being, 
deserted hut. Small huts such as this are not altogether infrequent 
in the Indian country. They serve as shelters to little groups of 
natives who are forced to made long fishing and hunting expedi- 
tions when the waters and the forest nearer their permanent 
homes have been too well exploited. These Indian groups generally 
choose a camping ground where they can conveniently stay three 
weeks or a month before returning home. In certain cases these 
little huts serve almost as week-end residences, and are frequently 
visited by little fishing parties, although never permanently 
inhabited. 

We installed ourselves in the vacant hut, and Joaquim was 
soon busy performing his daily miracle of producing a meal for 
fourteen persons out of next to nothing. On this particular 
occasion our larder was mure than usually scanty, and I was afraid 
that our lunch would do little more than whet our appetites. 

Scarcely had Joaquim got the water boiling, however, when 
two Indian canoes arrived bringing some eight or nine natives. 
After the official greetings had been made, the new-comers got out 
several baskets from their boats. They informed us that they had 
come in search of ants. As this seemed a rather unusual quest, I 
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decided to follow the stran^rs in order to watch further develop- 
ments. 

A few minutes after leaving the huts we came to a series of nests 
made by the little sauba, or leaf-cutting ants. As this species 
of ant is one of the conunonest insect pests of the Amazon, I was 
surprised that my new acquaintances should have come so far in 
order to see so ordinary a sight. Soon 1 heard a low but long- 
continued buzzing sound that eventually rose to a sort of croon. 
We had arrived at the ant nests at swarming-time. The Indians 
had timed their arrival very precisely, though how they were able 
to do so remains a mystery to me. 

Thousands of young queen ants and drones crept out of the 
nests and began to fly away. At ordinary times, of course, one 
sees nothing of these special ants as they remain buried deep down 
in their nests. It is only once in their life that these ants are 
provided with wings, viz. at the time of their nuptial swarm. 

The Indians rushed forward and placed their inverted baskets 
over the mouth of the nests, and the newly winged ants, in their 
passionate yearning for flight, flew upwards only to be caught in 
a trap. 

When the baskets were full, we returned to the little camp. 
The Indians then proceeded to initiate me into the mysteries of 
ant eating. The queen and drone ants were considerably larger 
than their ordinary working cousins. Even so they were scarcely 
larger than a thumb-nail, but I was to find that ninety or a 
hundred of these little creatures made a most sustaining, and 
incidentally a most appetizing meal. The Indians ate the ants 
both raw and roasted. When eaten raw, the Indians bit off the 
heads from the still-living ants. The heads were then chewed and 
swallowed, while the bodies were thrown away. Those who pre- 
ferred their ants roasted placed them in a huge earthenware pan 
over a fire and kept them there until they were crisp. In this 
case the whole body was eaten. 

In spite of the novelty of the idea, I was very glad to try the 
ants both raw and roasted. The zest of hunger caused even my 
Brazilian followers, after a little hesitation, to follow suit. Before 
long we were all vying with one another in a race to see who coiild 
secure the most. I must confess, however, that I found the roasted 
variety preferable to the raw. When eaten raw, the ants had 
rather an unpleasant oily taste, but when roasted they reminded 
me very strongly of crisp bacon. 

After eating them I could not understand why one should have 
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an objection to ants as an article of diet. The prejudice against 
them is, no doubt, merely a matter of custom. It is not impossible 
that in years to come roast ants will be as fashionable in first-dass 
hotels as is caviare to-day. There are, however, ants and ants. 
Not every species of ant is edible, and only two or three varieties 
recommend themselves even to Indian palates. It must not be 
thought that the Indians are driven to eating ants by hunger 
or because of the absence of other food. My Indian crew assured 
me that they considered ants one of the greatest possible delicacies. 

We were to find, however, that ant-eating was not altogether 
without a spice of danger, at least when the ants were eaten 
raw. Pequeneno, tlie irrepressible Jackanapes, saw the Indians 
take the squirming ants in their hands and bite off their heads. 
He decided to follow the example set by the natives, but he forgot 
to move his tongue to the back of his mouth while doing so. 
Scarcely had he got an ant’s head in his mouth, than he gave a 
squeal of agony. The ant, resentful of the treatment he was 
receiving, had bitten him on the tongue. 

An hour or two after the ant feast, just as we were thinking of 
getting on our way once more, another canoe put in an appearance. 
This canoe had but a single occupant — a man whom 1 remembered 
having seen some time previously at Yawarete. The Indians were 
constantly travelling up and down their streams, so that on 
several occasions I met and re-met old acquaintances. We soon 
discovered this particular man lived in a maJoka a little way up 
the Paka and that he had been sent with a special message to us 
from his chief. 

He wanted to know whether it was up the Paka or the Awa that 
we had decided to go. Hearing that it was the latter, he then 
pleaded with us to pay his chief a visit before continuing oui 
journey. He assured us that the chief had prepared a great festival 
in our honour. Our friend had brought with him four chickens 
and a duck, which the chief had sent as a present, a sort of fore- 
taste of the banquet which was to come. 1 was very pleased a1 
this sign of Indian good-will, but 1 muoh regretted any delay 
and hesitated about accepting the invitation. Seeing my/ hesita- 
tion, my friend gave an added reason why wc should return wit! 
him, a reason which was very extraordinary considering that il 
came from an Indian. He said that the women of the maloka hac 
never seen a white man, and would never be content until they 
had seen us. He then pleaded with me to satisfy the curiosity oi 
the ladies. 




A TRIBAL FESTIVAL AND DAKCE 
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This argument was overMrhelming. Out of chivaJiy we post- 
poned our journey up the Awa and paddled instead for a couple 
of hours up the Paka until we came to a landing-place leading to 
the tnaloka to which we had been so specially invited. After 
reaching the landing-place we still had an hour’s walk through the 
forest along an almost invisible trail before we came to the settle- 
ment itself. This was the first Tukano nudoka we had come across 
which lay so far away from the river’s edge. Most of the Tukano 
settlements had been within a hundred yards from the bank. But 
we were now on the outskirts of the Tukano territory, and warfare 
between the Tukanos and their neighbours was, we found, still 
comparatively frequent in this region. The chief had therefore 
chosen the site for his settlement with an eye to strategic defence. 

The chief himself, in spite of his hospitality to the curious white 
man, was obviously a strong adherent of the Conservative Party. 
1 noticed in his tnaloka a rigid observance of many old customs 
which had elsewhere fallen into desuetude. Not a single steel axe 
had found its way to this out-of-the-way comer of the world. 
The stone axes, on the other hand, were particularly well-made 
and showed signs of very effective use. 

It was not long before I discovered the real reason for the 
pressing invitation which had been extended to us. The chief of 
this settlement had seen the prestige which Kandi had secured by 
acting as our guide. For a long time past this chief had wished 
to secure predominating influence over the other Tukano malokaa 
in his neighbourhood. He now seemed to think that he could best 
do this by following Kandi’s example and joining my party. 
Needless to say, I immediately accepted the proposition he made 
me. From this time on I had two very important chiefs in tow. 

It is not strange that one feels a sense of romance in the heart 
of the jungle. At home a person like myself is but a small, in- 
conspicuous and very much buffeted member of society. Morning 
and evening one crowds into a packed underground carriage and 
has one’s toes trod upon by costermongers. One is but a name in 
a telephone book, a figure of directory imagination. Only the 
income-tax man shows any real interest in one’s existence. 

In the Amazon it was all very different. From being a plain, 
ordinary man in the street, I had blossomed forth into a mysterious 
personage whose coming was heralded weeks beforehand, in whose 
honour great festivals were held, by serving whom, chiefs hoped 
to blossom forth as kings. My very paddlers were princes of the 
realm. What did it matter if I had only ants for lunch, if the seat 
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of my trouso^ showed two large holes, if my beard and hair had 
not known scissors or even a comb for many months t There 
would always be time to secure a comb and to buy a new pair of 
trousers on credit when I relapsed into being merely a maw in 
the street again. 

The banquet which my new camp follower gave me was worthy 
of every praise. Kaahiri flowed once more like water. Pan- 
pipes gave out once more the shrill high melodies of the jungle. 
Dancers stamped and pranced in marvellous rhythm after a 
manner which had come down flrom a time immemorial. 

On the occasion of this festival I was able to study the effect 
which the curious drug kaapi has upon the natives. 1 had seen it 
two or three times previously, but it was only here that it seemed 
to play an important part in the ceremonies. Unlike coca, which 
is consumed in huge quantities every day, kaapi appears to be 
taken only at rare intervals and on solemn and ceremonious 
occasions. It seems to have a great religious significance. Not 
only are women prohibited from drinking it, they are not even 
allowed to touch with their fingers the drug or the implements 
with which it is prepared. 

Kaapi itself is a root. In order to prepare the drug for con- 
sumption the roots are first pounded to shreds. Water is then 
poured over the shreds in order to extract the essence. When the 
liquid has been sufficiently brewed, it is placed in a special bowl 
of very curious design, used only for this purpose. Whereas the 
ordinary pots on the Papory are nearly always of a uniformly 
black colour, the kaapi bowls are invariably ornamented with red 
and white designs. Custom decrees that the bowls may never be 
washed or entirely emptied. When the time comes for the drug 
to be imbibed the bowl is brought with great ceremony to the 
middle of the maioka. With equal ceremony, the men go in pairs 
to drink the mixture out of tiny little cups made of gourd. 

I found kaapi to be indescribably bitter, so bitter that it was 
difficult to swallow. Its effect was certainly most extraordinary, 
though it seemed to aflect various people quite differently. I had 
heard so much of its potency that, on previous occasions, I had 
dared to take only a mouthful or two. As 1 had been unable to 
notice any effect from these small doses, I decided this time to 
keep pace with the Indian drinkers. Even so, the effect on me 
was not particularly striking. I was able to walk and talk in a 
perfectly normal way, though I felt a curious sort of mental 
numbness creep over me, as if my mind, floating somewhere far 
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off in space, was giving distant orders to a body which remained 
far behind. I noticed, however, that the body seemed perfectly 
capable of carrying out these distant commands. 

Upon the natives, although much more accustomed to the drug 
than myself, the effect appeared to be even more far-reaching. 
Why this should be so I cannot understand. Even amongst the 
Indians, kaapi seemed to work in two quite different ways, accord- 
ing to the accounts given me by my fellow-topers. In certain 
cases it appeared to have an erotic action. The world and its 
inhabitants grew more and more beautiful. Some of the imbibers 
even had elaborate visions in which lovely fonns floated before 
their eyes. In other cases the natives tended to go oft into a sort 
of hypnotic trance, in which the conscious mind was more or less 
stupefied, and in which only what might be called the subconscious 
mind continued to function. Curiously enough, certain of the 
Indians fell into a particularly deep state of trance, in which they 
were possessed of what appeared to be telepathic powers. Two or 
three of the men described in great detail what was going on in malo- 
hai hundreds of miles away, many of which they had never visited, 
and the inhabitants of which they had never seen, but which 
seemed to tally exactly with what I knew of the places and peoples 
concerned. More extraordinary still, on this particular evening, 
the local medicine man told me that the chief of a certain tribe 
on the far-away Pira Parana had suddenly died. I entered up 
this statement in my diary, and many weeks later, when we came 
to the tribe in question, I found that the witch-doctor’s statement 
had been true in every detail. Quite possibly all of these cases 
were mere coincidences. But in any case tile exact nature of the 
drug and its effect upon the human c<f^istitution was most mys- 
terious, and I am convinced that the matter is well worth further 
investigation. 

Under the influence of this unusual stimulant, it is small wonder 
that the Indians performed on this occasion a number of remark- 
able dances in honour of various jungle demons, all of whom were 
very graphically represented. Curiously enough, the women were 
allowed to remain in the maloka while these dances were being 
performed, although, as the dances were of a religious nature, no 
woman was permitted to take part in them. 

All the demons of the Indians are fbrest demons. It was quite 
natural, therefore, that they should be represented in animal form. 
During the earlier dances little figures — ^usually though inconectly 
called ** fetishes ” — ^were carried ai;spended by palm fibre cords 
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from ornamental drum-sticks. These little figures were mostly 
carved out of wood and were ingeniously ccdoiured, as well as being 
decorated with down and feathers. They represented, for the most 
part, various birds and fishes. 

Later came other and even more elaborate dances, in which the 
chief performers were dressed in masks which had been specially 
prepared from pounded tree bast — bast is found in considerable 
quantities between the outer bark and the trunk proper of certain 
trees. These “ masks ” were really costumes which covered the 
whole upper part of the body, with sleeves through which the 
arms were thrust. These masks, elaborately painted and 
adorned, also represented various animal demons. Among them 
I noticed representations of butterflies (strange that butterflies 
should be considered demons), lizards, and, of course, snakes and 
jaguars, the most important members of the jungle pantheon. 

It was easy, in the majority of cases, to see from the decorations 
on each mask what each dancer was supposed to represent. Lest 
there be any ambiguity, the mimic actions of each performer gave 
a very spirited imitation of the characteristic actions of each 
animal. The owl with huge yellow eyes fluttered awkwardly from 
post to post, and gave from time to time a weird ery of “ hu-hu-hu.” 
The snakes and lizards squirmed to and fro with swift soundless 
motion. The jaguars made huge cat-like springs. The butterflies 
flitted aimlessly from one end of the mcAoka to the other. From 
the character of the dances and the demeanour of the performers 
and spectators I realized that it was not mere hunted animals 
which were repre.scnted. Each mask was the embodiment of a 
mysterious and powerful demon who had control over birth and 
life and death. We were back in the dawn of religious belief 
where not only man but every beast was given a soul — and a 
dark and dreaded soul. 

One of the dances was a vivid characterization of the triumph 
of death, given by people to whom no death could be natural but 
always the result of dark magic and of the anger of the demons. 
In the last few months three of the tribesmen had gone to join 
the shades of their fathers, and their death had now ceremonially 
to be bewailed. Most of the masked dancers went outside of the 
malokas, sang a long mournful song, and danced in an endless 
circle. Two of the performers remained behind in the communal 
house, but they, too, were destined to play an important r61e. 
For when the other dancers attempted to return to the maloka, 
the two who remained behind barred the entrance, and a cere- 
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monial but very realistic fight broke out between the two groups. 
The dancers outside were the dark angry demons who were 
attempting to storm the nudoka, and bring disease and death in 
its midst. The two dancers inside were lEriendly spirits who were 
determined to prevent the advent of all evil. During the struggle 
several of the women-folk, the relatives of the dead men, raised 
up a long wailing croon. For a long time, in spite of inferior 
numbers, the defenders put up a successful fight, but in the end 
the spirits of evil broke through and obtained possession of the 
maloka. The wailing of the women changed into a chant of despair 
and ended with bitter sobs. I had witnessed the Indian equivalent 
of a mystery play, such as is found in all religions all over the 
world, but whereas most mystery plays represent the eventual 
triumph of good over evil, this Indian ritual showed with bitter 
realism the overpowering victory of Death. 

The Indians are wise enough not to classify their deities into 
f?ood and evil spirits. No demon is wholly good or wholly bad. 
The same dark jungle spirits which bring about disease and death 
are the producers of life and fertility. This was very clearly — 
almost too clearly — illustrated by the next dance which our hosts 
performed. It wan emblematic of the life-giving qualities of the 
demons and took the form of a phallic dance. Each of the dancers 
took in his hands a phallus made of twisted bast, to which were 
tied two cones, somewhat similar to pine cones, but filled with 
small red seeds. Holding, stroking, and shaking these objects, 
the dancers, in wild excitement, stamped and pranced up and 
down the maloka, running between the spectators, male and 
female, and scattering the little red seeds right and left. It was 
obvious that the erotically exuberant effect of kaapi was beginning 
to tell on all of the performers — and yet there was nothing in- 
herently indecent in the dance or the actions of its performers. 
It was a symbolic representation of all the fertilizing powers of 
nature — as simple, and almost as sublime. The effect of this 
dance was supposed to bring fertility not only to the women-folk, 
but to all the beasts of the forest, and to the plants and trees 
from which mankind gathered its food. 

Two things struck me as particularly interesting in connection 
with these masks. One was the fact that the chief and his 
immediate relatives, who constituted the local aristocracy, were 
not amongst the performers. Some of the most important rfiles 
were played by very insignificant members of the community. 
This, it seemed, was done purposely. The masks themselves were 
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supposed to be the actual embodiments of the demons. They 
were not mere representations. The masks, therefore, were more 
important than the person who wore them. The performers were, 
more or less, insignificant ** mediums at a spiritualistio s^oe. 

The other significant fact was that, after the dances were over, 
all of the masks were carefully destroyed by fire. Hie masks were 
the temporary homes of the demons (the medicine man and one 
or two of the other kaapi inebriates swore that they could see the 
ordinarily invisible spiritual substance** of the demons them* 
selves), and when the ceremony was over the spirits must be 
allowed to return to their own abode, but they could only be 
released by burning the masks. I wished to secure some of these 
masks for my collection, but Mandu assured me that the presence 
of the masks would bring trouble. The spirits would be angry at 
their continued imprisonment. It was only at special times that 
it was advisable to invoke the unseen powers and cause them to 
appear among mankind. 

After the spirits had been safely released and sent back to their 
homes, some of the ordinary dances commenced and, as usual, 
continued until dawn— but I was so worn out by my theological, 
or rather demonological studies that I tucked myself in my 
hanunock and was soon fast asleep. 



CHAPTER NINETEEN 


CAKMBAUSTIC OBOIES 

yA FTER so much festivity, it was only natural that the 
/% next morning no one felt very enthusiastic about making 

A— % an early start, and it was afternoon before we could 
Jl. get away. Several of our paddlers left us here, but with 
the aid of the Tukano chief, Mandu, we got other natives to take 
their place. 1 noticed that there was no great eagerness on the 
part of the volunteers, as we were now nearing the territory of 
tribes noted for their hostility. In fact, in order to secure a full 
(Tcw, I had to accept two Fogsa slaves who were offered to me 
l)y their masters in lieu of their own services. 

Mandu himself was the most welcome addition to my party. 
Although he had little of the energy and forcefulness which 
characterized Kandi, he was exceedingly shrewd, and his occasional 
words of advice were always very much to the point. He was 
particularly valuable, as he had once before been through the 
country which we were to cover in the course of the next few 
weeks. 

We first made our way back to the junction of the Paka and 
Awa Rivers, and then started up the latter stream once more. 
For the next two or three days we were still in Tukano territory, 
though it was obvious that we were rapidly approaching the 
tribal frontier. 

It was in one of the last Tukano malokas that I first got detailed 
information concerning the trouble which had broken out between 
the whites and the Indians further up the river, concerning which 
I had heard wild rumours for several weeks past. It seemed that 
a Colombian rubber prospector had managed in some way to 
blaze a trail to this previously untouched part of the world. As 
far as I could make out, he had come from the north-west, &om 
the civilized portion of Colombia. He showed heroic perseverance 
and endurance in accomplishing his long journey. At the same 
time he must have suffered from Westermarck’s illusion concerning 
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the free and easy nature of the Indian women, as he had awakened 
the jealousy and the wrath of some of the tribesmen a few days’ 
joiuney ahead of u$ by too much attenticm to their wives. Not 
only had the Indians risen up and slain him by chopping him into 
small pieces with their knives (my informants gave me a very 
interesting and detailed account of the slaughter), but I was told 
that the wrathful natives had eaten him as well. 

Despite many common and hair-raising stories, cannibalism is 
comparatively rare amongst the South American Indians, but it 
is hy no means non-existent. In most cases such cannibalism is 
prompted by a feeling of intense hatred and a desire for revenge 
mixed up with the idea that by eating the flesh of a powerful 
enemy, his strength and courage can be imldbed. 

Prompted by the recent tragedy, I made all sorts of enquiries 
amongst my new friends regarding cannibalistic orgies, and I found 
that the Indians of this region, though they but rarely eat the flesh 
of human beings, practise a very curious form of cannibalism. 
The bodies of certain chiefs and medicine men are buried in the 
usual way for fifteen to twenty years, by which time the flesh, of 
course, is entirely decomposed. The bones are then dug tip, ground 
into powder, and on special occasions added to the kashiri, or 
native beer, which is then ceremoniously drunk by the assembled 
tribesmen. The local chief, who told me of this custom, dragged 
out a calabash, or gourd, filled with a grey-looking powder. This 
he assured me was bone dust which had been prepared for the 
next occasion. He was kind enough to ask me whether I should 
like to taste the powder. The invitation was no doubt a great 
compliment. 1 was willing to take it as such even though I felt 
it necessary to decline. 

The eating of dried bones did not worry me, but I was a little 
afraid that the far-away forest dwellers further up the river might 
have found the Colombian such good eating that they would wish 
to add me to their menu. More important still was the fact that 
the Indians in question were probably suffering from a very uneasy 
conscience, and would be likely to look upon any white men, who 
came into their territory, as members of an avenging expedition. 
Out of sheer fear, therefore, it was not unlikely that they might 
attack us. Having come so far, however, it was obviously impos- 
sible to turn back, so I encouraged my followers as best I could 
and incidentally tried thereby to screw up my own courage. 

As we were shortly to come to new territory, I tried at this time 
to complete my collection of examples of Tukano craftsmanship. 
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I already possessed pots and baskets of all sizes and shapes. I had 
also secured varioiu types of bows, arrows, and blow-pipes, as w^ 
as fish-nets, fish-traps, and hammocks. I had now, therefore, only 
tu procure a number of odds and ends such as samples of native 
calabashes and, last but not least, some of the elaborate ornaments 
and paraphernalia used at the great festivals. 

The calabashes were very easy to secure. They were made from 
gourds cut in half and specially blackened and polished on the 
inside. These calabashes were the only drinking-cups known to 
the Indians, for, curiously enough, in spite of their skfil as potters, 
the natives have never learned to make drinking-cups or bowls of 
clay. The festival paraphernalia being regarded as sacred was 
much more difficult to procure. Some of the masks, in fact, I 
was never able to purchase. I had already secured at various 
times so many of the sacred ornaments that I was at last able to 
get hold of sufficient additional specimens to make my collection 
more or less complete. 

At the same time I did my best to stock up a larder sufficient 
to last us for another two or three weeks, in case we should be 
unable to establish friendly contact with the Indians further up 
the river. For fish and game I hoped that we could rely on our 
own resources, but I bought huge quantities of beiju or mandioka 
pancakes, as well as several baskets of mandioka flour. These 
were our substitutes for vegetables and bread. 

It was at this time that our sugar gave out. Joaquim, the 
cook, played a queer game with us for several days. Day after 
day he would dump a small handful of sugar before us and tell us 
that this was the very last of our stock. We economized accord- 
yet when this handful had disappeared, he would manage 
to discover another. But all too soon his game came to an end. 
Our sugar supply was really exhausted, and we had to midee up 
our minds to go without sweets until we could once more get back 
to civilization. We did indeed still have three tiny pots of jam, 
but I was determined to reserve these for some special occasion. 

Poor old Joaquim had a very narrow escape at this stage of 
our journey. It was his duty each day to collect sufficient fire- 
wood to keep our cooking-fire going. In most cases he was helped 
in this task by one or another of the Indians. On one occasion, 
while he was searching for dry branches, his Indian companion 
suddenly knocked the stolid Joaquim to one side. Joaquim had 
trod on a Jararaca snake, one of the most deadly reptiles of the 
Amazonian forest. The frightened snake immediately turned and 
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struck. Owing to the Indian’s blow, Joaquini was knocked 
almost out of harm’s way. The snake struck for the leg, but by 
great good fortune his fangs closed only on the cook’s cloth trousers. 
Before the snake could increase his hold, the Indian was able to 
kill him. This little incident was enough to shake anyone’s nerves, 
but Joaquim was so phlegmatic, tiiat he did not even flinch. 

Joaquim also suffered a great deal in another way. In the 
jungle we found it necessary to examine our feet every day to see 
that no jigger or other insect had lodged themselves therein. If 
left alone, these little parasites multiplied very rapidly and caused 
untold damage. Joaquim was very careless in this respect, and 
an incredible number of jiggers had burrowed in his soles and toes 
before he noticed them. It was almost like conducting a major 
operation to cut out all these insect pests. When at length the task 
was accomplished, the poor cook’s feet were so lacerated that he 
could stand only with the greatest difficulty. For many days there- 
after he had to lie in his hammock even while he was trying to 
cook. 

Eventually we left the last Tukano maloka behind us. In the 
distance ahead of us we could hear the dull booming of falling 
waters. We were approaching the huge cachoeira which marked 
the limits of Tukano influence. For many miles below the cataract 
the river was covered with great masses of white foam. This 
white froth on the surface of the dark red waters of the Awa was 
a must remarkable sight. The water must have contained some 
special mineral or vegetable substance which caused it to lather up 
when subjected to the stupendous chiuning of the cataract. The 
fact that this foam had a distinct taste tends to confirm this 
supposition. It may well have been the same substance which 
gave the water its peculiar half-red, half-black colour, though 
chemical analysis has not been able to establish what this peculiar 
ingredient can have been. 

At last we came in sight of the great cataract itself. It was 
one of the most impressive sights that I have ever seen. For half 
a mile the river was compressed by surrounding rocks to a tiny 
channel scarcely twenty yards wide. In the course of this half- 
mile, the river fell several hundred feet in a series of cascades and 
falls, each with terrific force and splendour. The noise of the 
howling waves was so great that we were almost deafened. My 
Indians, who were always very susceptible to nattiral phenomenon, 
seemed to regard the great cataract as a revelation of divinity. 
It would have been difficult to imagine a finer natural frontier. 
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It was completely impossible to get our two boats through the 
channel carved out by the rapids. The rock walls of the gorge 
were so precipitous that not even a single imimpeded man could 
make his way along them to the untroubled waters above. It 
was necessary for us to take our axes and cut out a path through 
the forest wide enough to allow for the passage of our boats. 
This path'cutting proved a terrifically difficult task and occupied 
two full days. When the path was at last completed, we found 
to our dismay that om united strength was not sufficient to pull 
the heavy boats along it. We were in despair until we at last 
thought of chopping off some of the round boughs from the sur- 
rounding trees. By using these boughs as rollers we eventueJly 
succeeded in dragging the boats through the forest to a point on 
the river above the cataract. 

While we were busy with this task we pitched our little camp 
on the rocks overlooking the great cataract. Unfortunately our 
rest and even our working periods were greatly disturbed by the 
presence of large numbers of leeches, curious blood-sucking worm- 
like creatures, which I observed at this point for the first time 
since our arrival in the Amazon Basin. The leeches soon attached 
themselves to our skins and commenced to bloat themselves with 
our blood. It was highly inexpedient to pull them off. When we 
did so, they invariably left a nasty wound, which for some reason 
refused to heal. In this quandary I bethought me of similar 
experiences which I had had in the jungles of India, and astonished 
my companions by showing them that by smearing a little salt on 
the leeches, they immediately shrivelled up and dropped off. 

We had scarcely got our boats through the forest when I suddenly 
became ill. It is possible that this illness was due to eating some 
of the stale heiju pancakes we had brought with us. It may have 
been due to other unknown causes. In any case a high temperature 
set in, and we were forced to halt for another couple of days, while 
1 kept to my hammock in order to give the fever time to work 
itself out. 

This period of inaction was very vexatious, but as soon as I 
began to recover I was kept in good spirits, first by an incident 
which occurred to Miinnling, and secondly by long theological 
disputations carried on with my two attendant chiefs. 

Early on the second morning of my illness Mtonling spent a 
full twenty minutes looking for his pipe. He ransacked all of his 
pockets, and opened up bag after bag and box after box, with 
great perseverance, but entirely in vain. The pipe was not to be 
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found. Eventually he discovered that he had had the pipe in his 
mouth the whole time he was looking for it. 

The theological conversations fiimished a more lengthy enter- 
tainment. So many of the religious dances which X haid seen, and 
so many of the casual references to demons and deities which I 
had heard, remained so mysterious to me, and in part so contra- 
dictory, that 1 got Kandi and Mandu to sit by my hanunock while 
I put them through an elaborate catechism. 

By listening to their answers to my questions, I found that the 
Indians had two entirely different types of deities. One type 
consisted of the veirious wild spirits and demons of the forest, 
which I had seen so graphically portrayed, first in the Jurupari 
festival, and subsequently in the weird ceremonies performed by 
the masked dancers. I was told that there were innumerable 
deities of this sort, but that there was a sort of king of the de- 
moniac pantheon called Wagti, As distinct from the jungle 
demons in general, and Wagti in particular, there was also a more 
ethereal being called Wakd. The early missionaries, who busied 
themselves with native beliefs, generally translated Wagti by 
“ Devil,” and Wakd by “ God.” Were this translation correct 
most of the Indian religious ceremonies would have to be con- 
sidered manifestations of devil-worship, as nearly all the native 
festivals were performed in honour of Wagti and his allies. But 
I soon found that both “ God ” and ‘‘ Devil ” were words entirely 
inappropriate in any description of native beliefs. 

Wagti, ” the Devil,” was in no sense the eternal enemy of man- 
kind. It was Wagti who caused all the trees and plants of the 
jungle to grow. He was the mysterious creator and vivifier. His 
moods were, indeed, changeable. He could be irate as well as 
benevolent, but in no sense was he the enemy of Wakd, ” the good 
God.” He was merely the dark and fearful spirit of the earth. 
Most human evils, such as disease, and death, were, according to 
the Indians, caused by envious medicine men of other tribes, and 
not directly by the demons, though to be sure the demons caused 
disaster when they were neglected by mankind. Thus, for example, 
should the ceremonies in honour of the jungle spirits not be 
performed, the harvest would necessarily be bad. For this reason 
the Indians could not understand why it was that the missionaries, 
who so tragically and unsuccessfully attempted to convert them, 
had tried to stop their sacred Jurupari rites. 

If Wagti was really only the creative spirit of the earth and the 
jungle, much to be feared but easy to placate, Wako, on the other 
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hand, was a combination of the ideas of tribal hero and high good 
God. In all probability the Wakd doctrine developed out of 
ancestor worship and hero worship, but by a process of sublimation 
and elaboration, Wakd, the tribal hero, came to be regarded much 
as Christians regard the Supreme Deity, save that Wakd was not 
supposed to trouble him'self very much about the present state of 
the world. 

Both Kandi and Mandu were willing to admit that Wakd was 
the primeval creator of the world, though I found that many 
Indians ignored this aspect of their cultural divinity. According 
to Mandu, at the very beginning of all things, Wakd created the 
earth, the sun, the moon, and lightning and thunder, but no living 
beings. One day thunder came to Wakd and bewailed the fact 
that the world was so still and empty. Thereupon Wakd and the 
thunder together created a woman out of tobacco smoke. They 
placed this woman in a great canoe filled with various kinds of 
animals ; whereupon she set out on a long journey from the Milky 
Way to the earth. On the arrival of the canoe on earth, the 
animals became the ancestors of the various tribes of men. What 
became of the primeval woman, a sort of Adamless Eve, I could 
not find out. Presumably she went the way of all flesh and died. 

Wakd, I discovered, was reverenced above all as the giver of 
culture. It was Wakd who gave to mankind all of its laws and 
customs. It was Wakd who taught human beings how to prepare 
their feather ornaments, and who told them how and when they 
were to dance. Wakd did not always give the same laws to all 
the tribes. To the Tukanos he gave the coca plant, so they were 
allowed to use this drug, but to the Waikanos he did not give it, 
and so they are not permitted to indulge themselves in this way. 

“ How was it that Wakd gave to mankind its laws ? ” I asked, 
and both of my chiefs told me a long story about the incarnation of 
divinity. In view of the fact that in all probability Wakd was 
originally only a tribed hero, there is nothing very strange about 
the story of his incarnation. It was certainly not due to mis- 
sionary influence. According to my informants, Wakd suddenly 
appeared as a fiiU-grown man among human beings first of all at 
Ipanore, but subsequently at many other places. Wherever he 
appeared, a cataract sprang up. Altogether Wakd stayed on the 
earth a whole year. During this time he particularly instructed 
the members of each tribe how they were to prepare kashiri and 
kaapi. 

All of the Indians agreed that Wakd, during his stay on earth. 



m JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

took unto himself a woman as a bride, and that thereby trouble 
ensued. It was also agreed that his bride was a Kole woman, 
though why this small tribe should have been singled out for the 
honour I could not make out. Kandi and Mandu differed quite 
widely from one another, however, on the details of the bride 
story. Kandi informed me that the woman had been unfaithful 
to her divine spouse, and had had an affair with a forest demon. 
A bird had seen the whole affair fund informed Wak5 of what had 
happened. Whereupon Wakb made the first blow-pipe and the 
first poisoned darts. With these he killed the demon. He did 
indeed spare the woman, but so angry was he at her infidelity that 
he left the world for ever. Later, the woman gave birth to the 
first snake and also to the first ftog. 

Mandu, in his account of the cijrcunxstances, was not quite so hard 
on the woman. According to him, shortly after their marriage, 
Wakd wished to test his bride, and appeared to her as an old ugly 
and wrinkled man. The maiden was disgusted with him and sent 
him away. Later Wako reappeared, bringing with him a bacaba 
fruit as an offering, and the two were reconciled. Wako then 
commanded a great feast to be made. Tiii.s feast was attended 
not only by human beings but by all the beasts of the forest. 
More especially, great numbers of monkeys came, each of them 
bearing a bacaba &uit, but each of the monkeys magically had 
the same face as Wako, and the girl could not tell which of the 
multitude was her real husband. 

Later, the girl brewed huge quantities of kashiri for the as- 
sembled guests, and when she had taken the first sip of this drink, 
she was able to recognize her husband, and brought him some of 
the precious kashiri to drink. Wak6 was thereby appeased, but 
in any case he was determined to leave the world, so he gave long 
instructions to all the assembled men and beasts what they were 
to do and how they were to behave themselves. He thereupon 
ascended into the sky. As he disappeared, he sent down a pounder 
or drum-stick, which has ever since been used by the Indians in 
honour of their divine law-giver. 

In due course the girl gave birth to a dccr. The girl’s mother 
used to take the deer to the forest to eat leaves, but one day it 
ran far into the jungle and never returned. Shortly after, the girl 
herself disappeared into the bowels of the earth. 

One of my other paddlers joined in the conversation at this 
point and gave an interesting appendage to the story of Wako’s 
farewell banquet to all living beings. Prior to the banquet, so ran 
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the tale, mankind had been immortal and had never known 
sorrow. When Wako informed the assembly that be was going to 
leave the world for ever, men and women began to weep for the 
first time, WakO told them that they must not weep or they 
would surely die. The sorrow of the people was so great, however, 
that they could not cease from weeping and, as Wakd prognosti- 
cated, because of their tears death came into the world. 

Since Wakd disappeared from the world, he has continued to 
exist somewhere in the high heavens, but he has little or nothing 
to do with mankind in its pr^nt state. Men follow his precepts 
and are thankful for his teachings, but as he is good and frien^y 
whatever happens, the natives do not trouUe to make him any 
offerings. It is the jungle deities who tend toward evil and who 
must therefore be appeased. 



CHAPTER TWENTY 


DANGER FROM BEAST AND MAN 

P ARTLY because of the medicines 1 took, and partly, no 
doubt, because of the exalted nature of our conversation, 
my illness completely disappeared the next monung, 
and we were able to continue our journey n^thout more 
ado. Even above the cataract the current was extremely strong, 
and it took us several hours to cover the next four or five miles. 
The river was once more broken up into a number of narrow 
channels, and we could again see great clumps of rocks rising out 
of the waters. But for the first time in months, the rocks were not 
granite but consisted of conglomerate and sandstone. 

At last we came to a bend in the river. At this point we could 
see no sign of human habitation, but Mandu assured us that an 
Indian settlement lay not far away. True enough, we at length 
found a path which in about half an hour brought us to a large 
maloka which was particularly welMiidden away in the forest. 
Its inhabitants, I found, were Pamoas, or Armadillos, so-called 
from their supposed ancestor. In days gone by, the Pamoas must 
have constituted a very numerous tribe, having control over 
several of the nearby tributaries, but some time previously a 
mysterious malady had attacked them. Hundreds of the tribes- 
men had succumbed, and the rest had fled to the spot where 
we found them. The Pamoas differed quite considerably in ap- 
pearance from the Indians further down the river, but I found 
that their language belonged to the same Betoya group and was 
not entirely dissimilar to the Tukano dialect, although for many 
generations the Tukanos and the Pamoas have been deadly 
enemies. 

I was so interested in the physical characteristics of the Pamoas 
that, soon after arriving at their maloka, I got out my callipers 
and proceeded to make a number of anthropological measurements. 
I found the maloka dwellers so shy and frightened, however, that 
I thought it better to measure some of my crew first in order to 
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show our new acquaintances that they had nothing to fear from 
my strange activity. It was an interesting commentary on the 
usefulness of anthropological measurements, that by casually 
measuring my crew, I discovered that one of my supposedly 
Tukano paddlers was in reality a Pogsa. 

To the eye the paddler in question appeared very much 
like his companions. I had noticed nothing peculiar about 
him, but upon applying the callipers, I found that the shape and 
size of his skull agreed so closely with those of various Pogsas I 
had measured, that I asked him if he also did not belong to this 
tribe. 

T soon discovered that my questioning had raked up a family 
scandal. The man was in reality the illegitimate son of a Tukano 
father and Pogsa mother, but by virtue of his father’s “ nationality ” 
he claimed to be a Tukano himself, and would not even admit, at 
first, that he could understand the Pogsa language. My discovery 
of his Pogsa affiliations, by means of the callipers, seemed to make 
a great impression on my followers. 

My stay in this settlement taught me incidentally two new 
possible sources of food. Shortly after my arrival, the Pamoas 
caught a number of small river frogs, and proceeded to prepare 
them for eating in a very cruel way. Long wooden prongs were 
stuck through the bodies of the frogs, and though still alive, they 
were then slowly roasted over a fire. In our hungry condition, 
however, we could not be squeamish. Not only did we accept the 
frogs offered to us but we found that they made very excellent 
eating. 

The other new article of diet was even more remarkable. In 
spite of their very cleanly habits, the Indians, especially the 
women, frequently have a number of lice in their hair. Not un- 
commonly of an evening the women find amusement by forming a 
circle and picking out the lice from one another’s heads. 1 found 
that the Pamoas not only engaged in this pastime, but that they 
went a stage further and ate the lice which they captured. In 
spite of my exploring zeal, I discovered that this was one native 
custom which I had no desire to follow. 

We were careful to enquire here into the truth of the story 
concerning the murdered Colombian. We found it confirmed in 
every point. Such being the case, I was anxious to get one of the 
Pamoa tribesmen to go with us, or even ahead of us, in order to 
let the settlements further upstream know that we were not 
members of an official avenging party. I found, however, that 
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the Pamoas themselves were so frightened by the incident, th^ t 
they advised us strongly to turn back. When I insisted upon 
pro<»eding, they did indeed give us detailed information as to 
where each of the settlements further upstream was to be found, 
but they refused under any circumstances to accompany us. 

The next morning, with a good deal of trepidation, we set out 
once more on our journey upstream. Needless to say, we main- 
tained an unusually sharp look out the whole day, and contrary 
to our usual practice, we kept our boats to the middle of the 
stream instead of hugging one of the banks, as we thought that 
in this way we should be less liable to be caught by surprise. 

An hour or two after starting, we passed the mouth of an 
important-looking tributary, called the Japo, which flows into the 
main stream from the south. The head waters of this stream are 
supposed to arise in a huge morass, called by the Indians a lake, 
only a few miles to the south of where we were. This same morass 
is ^so supposed to be the source of the Tiguio River and of one 
branch of the Pira Parana, although the latter belongs to an 
entirely different water system, and is in no way connected with 
the Uaupes and Negro Rivers. 

Far to the south of us, and no doubt overlooking a part of the 
huge morass, we could see a range of mountains. These mountains, 
I found, were regarded by my Indians with superstitious awe on 
the ground that they were the abode of the demons and of the 
ghosts of the dead. My Indians also had a story to the effect 
that at the foot of these mountains, hidden in the mud of the 
great morass, were many strange animals of huge dimensions, 
RTiiimala such as are to be found nowhere else. 

I was strongly tempted to follow the Japo up to its interesting 
source. But I teew that this tributary was entirely uninhabited, 
and as I did not want to flounder in the morass without local 
guides, I at last decided that we should continue up the main 
stream. Early in the afternoon we came in sight of a new maloka. 
Very cautiously we approached it, as we did not know whether or 
not we should be met with a rain of arrows. When we finally 
arrived, we found the place entirely deserted. It was obvious, 
however, that the Indians had been there only an hour or two 
previously, as the coals in some of the hearth flres were still warm. 
Not only had the Indians decamped, taking their hammocks with 
them, which showed that they were not likely to return, they bad 
also carried away all available food supplies. 

For the first time I regretted the fact that we had no Indian 
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women, accompanying us. A plantation with plentiful numdioka 
roots was only a few yards away, but none of the men were 
capable of transforming the poisonous roots into a palatable food. 
For this reason I was doubly glad that we had a fairly plentiful 
supply of farinha along with us. 

Unfortunately wc coul'd secure neither fish nor game. We still 
had a half-dozen small tins of devilled meat, but in view of the 
long journey ahead of us we could only afiord to consume one of 
these at a time. I soon found that one tiny tin of meat gave very 
scanty rations when divided up between fourteen people. The 
only thing to do was to boil up the contents of the tin with a huge 
mass of mandioka meal and cut-up bananas, so that each person 
could get a taste of the meat and imagine that he was psuiaking 
of a substantial meal. 

The three other settlements we came upon in the course of the 
next day and a half were also deserted, so that it became necessary 
for us to make a strenuous attempt to secure food by hunting and 
iishing. This led to one or two unfortunate accidents. One of my 
Indians, while scouring the woods in search of game, came upon 
one of the miniature crocodiles which inliabit the upper waters of 
the Amazon Basin. These crocodiles are much smaller than the 
huge Caimans of the main stream but, unlike the larger variety, 
they are, at least by the Indians, considered edible. My Indian 
decided to add the reptile to our cooking-pot, but only succeeded 
in wounding him slightly. The hunter rushed forward to secure 
the prey with his hands, but not only did the reptile escape, he 
also succeeded in mauling the Indian’s arm rather badly. Un- 
fortunately crocodile’s teeth are not the cleanest things in the 
world, and 1 had to take all sorts of precautions to prevent sepsis 
setting in. 

Curiously enough, it was on the same day that another of my 
Indians was stung on the instep by a venomous jungle spider. 
The sting of this insect has always very serious effects, and it is 
not infrequently fatal. On this occasion, not only the foot but 
the whole leg swelled up, and in a short time the man was in 
agony. I cut open the flesh and sucked out as much of the poison 
as was possible, and then gave the poor Indian diluted potassium 
permanganate to drink, while I applied a stronger solution to the 
wound itself. The man eventually recovered, but he was ill for 
several days. 

In the course of our slow progress up the river we came across 
several nudokeu, but these were invariably deserted. This fact 



214 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

gave us all rather ui uncanny feeling. For all we knew the Indians 
of the district, though invisible, might be near at hand. It some- 
times seemed as if prying eyes were fixed on us from dark places 
in the surrounding jungle, and we feared lest we be attacked at 
any moment. 

Undisturbed by this fact, however, we continued to stop at each 
settlement, in a vain attempt to re-establish friendly relaticms 
with the natives. In each case it seemed as though the inhabitmts 
had deserted their maloka only an hour or two before our arrival, 
but our protests of friendship shouted into the jungle failed to 
bring any response. 

At one of the settlements at which we stopped I saw a very fine 
coca pounder and mortar. My collector’s heart yearned to possess 
this trophy, and I was on the point of appropriating it as part of 
the spoils of war, when Kandi stepped in emd urged me to do 
nothing which the Indians of the siurrounding district might 
consider a hostile act. I was a little ashamed of the fact that I 
had to be reminded of the decalogue by a wild Indian, biit I must 
confess that I still regret the fact that Kandi happened to be 
looking just as I was trying to make away with my treasure. I 
never saw so fine a specimen either before or afterwards. 

One of the last of the deserted settlements we visited gave us 
an especial thrill. Wc knew ftrom the accounts given us by the 
Pamoa Indians that this maloka must have been the actual site of 
the murder of the Colombian. We therefore landed and ap- 
proached the settlement with especial care. The same creepy 
silence and lifelessness awaited us, but we did stumble on two 
things which gave us a vivid reminder of the tragedy which had 
recently taken place. One was a blood smear on one of the rocks 
outside the maloka. The other was a European felt hat hidden 
away in one comer of the huge tribal house. We could find no 
trace of any other article of clothing, but the hat I took with me 
as a rather ghastly memento of oxir visit to the house of tragedy. 

It was already late in the afternoon, but none of us felt in the 
mood to si>end the night in a place which savoured so much of 
battle, murder, and sudden death, so we continued our journey 
upstream, and halted only when we came to a small island in the 
middle of the stream. Here, at least, we seemed safe from secret 
observations. 

The next day we came to a point wh^ the stream was so small 
that it was impossible to follow it any further. We had now to 
abandon all attempts at navigation, for the time being, and 
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attempt to hack our way through the jungle itself. By keeping 
due south we hoped eventually to fight our way through the 
forest to some river flowing into the Japura, which at this time 
constituted our goal. We had, however, no idea as to how long 
it would take to make our way through the jungle, nor as to the 
best route to follow. It' was therefore urgently necessary that we 
find some Indians who could act as guides. All of the malokcu we 
had recently visited, however, had been deserted, and until we 
could once more establish friendly relations with the Indians of 
the district wc seemed in a hopeless position. 

Mandu, my Tukano chief, knew of a settlement miles away in 
the jimgle, and we determined to get in touch with its inhabitants 
at all costs. We landed our boats on the banks of a little back- 
water which opened out on the southern side of the Awa River 
and there talked over the best plan of action. Mandu assured me 
that a path led from this point to the tnaloka, though this path 
was entirely invisible to my Eiuopean eyes. After long consulta- 
tion we decided to pitch camp where we were, while Mandu and 
two of the other Tukanos went on alone to the maloka in order to 
announce our arrival. Should all of us go together, it seemed 
certain that the natives would flee into the forests, and we should 
once more find nothing more than a silent and deserted house, but 
it seemed possible that the Indians would be willing to receive 
two or three of my native followers as emissaries. 

As soon as Mandu and his followers had departed we began re- 
packing and rearranging our luggage, so as to put it in a fit shape 
for transportation through the forest. This task occupied us the 
whole of the afternoon. Scarcely had it been accomplished when 
Mandu suddenly reappeared and informed us that he had indeed 
been able to get in touch with the inhabitants of the forest maloka, 
but that they were in a very hostile mood and wanted to have 
nothing to do with us. This was no doubt due to the fact that 
amongst these Indians there were several who had been implicated 
in the death of the Colombian, and who had fled'to this distant 
settlement in order to escape danger of retribution. Not only 
were these forest dwellers loath to serve as guides through the 
jungle, but they were even talking over the advisability of 
attacking us. 

In these circumstances, Mandu proposed that we stay where we 
were for the time being while he returned to the maloka and tried 
to bring its inhabitants into a better frame of mind. I sent him 
back with a number of presents and told him to paint my character 
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as firiend of the Indiuis in very glowing colours. The rest of the 
party settled down for the ni^^t, though it was agreed that we 
ware not only to hold our weapons in readiness for an attack, but 
also that we should take turns in keeping watch so as not to be 
taken by surprise. 

As luck would have it, we found that we had pitched our camp 
near a nest of Tukandero ants. This discovery was made when 
one of these insects stung Pequcneno, causing him to give a yelp 
of agony. Remembering his previous misadventures, I was struck 
by the uncanny predilection which all insects showed for his 
person. There was something comic about the situation, but it 
had its serious side, for Tukanderos are not only the largest 
members of the ant family (measuring as they do from an inch to 
one and one-half inches in length), but their ^ing is also the most 
painful and causes real agony. 

Spanish-Americans call the Tukanderos “Veinte Quatro,” or 
twenty-four (hours), because of the fact that the pain from a single 
sting is supposed to last a day and a night. It is even said that 
the bite of one such ant may prove fatal, at least to a child. I 
could quite believe this story, for Pequeneno had his whole arm 
swollen and numbed for several hours as the result of a single 
sting. 

Fortunately we found that Tukanderos do not form very huge 
families, and that there are seldom more than a hundred or two 
of them in any one nest. Knowing this fact, we tried to destroy 
the nest we had stumbled upon together with all its inhabitants 
by means of hre and smoke. We were not certain about the 
success of our efforts to exterminate the tribe, though we managed 
to kill off many scores of its members. 

Later in the evening, in order to pass away the time, Kandi 
related all manner of hair-raising tsJes concerning demons and 
devils. So successful were his histrionic efforts, that we all felt 
very creepy and nervous quite apart from the constant fear of 
attack which haunted us. For this reason it was late at night 
before we could get to sleep. After the camp had eventually 
quieted down, I kept the first watch and then woke Kandi, who 
was to take the second. Thereafter, various other Indians took 
turns at playing sentry. 

About three o’clock in the morning we were awakened by a 
sudden shout from one of the paddlers who was acting as sentry. 
At first we thought that the threatened attack had really material- 
ized, but we found that this alarm had been given only because 
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a sudden but very violent thunderstorm had broken out. In a 
few moments a deluge of rain descended. For strategical reasons 
we had not erected our tents but merely slung our hammocks in 
the open between the trees. It was now necessary, however, to 
oiect one of the tents as shelter. 

Because of the darknMs and pouring rain this proved a very 
difficult matter. In the midst of our activity we discovered that 
all of the Tukanderos were not yet dead. The rain revived some 
of the smoked'out insects, and these succeeded in adding Mibinling 
and da Silva to the list of victims. It is rather distressing to other 
persons when two men holding up tent poles give a sudden yell 
and abandon the tent to its own resources while they nurse 
wounded members. It was particularly distressing to me, as I 
happened to be inside the tent when it collapsed. I struggled 
wildly for many minutes before I could extricate myself from the 
canvas, imagining all the while that Tukanderos, Indians, and 
forest devils were making a special attack upon my person. 

Eventually the tent was put up, and we cowered inside it until 
fhc rain subsided. Sleep was out of the question, and we could 
only w’ait patiently for the dawn and the return of the faithful 
Mandu, Unfortunately the rain bad ruined our mandioka flour, 
so w'c were forced to w'ait on empty stomachs. 

At last, about eight o’clock, Mandu appeared, followed by a 
numljcr of strangers. His diplomacy had won the day, but it was 
ob\ ious that we wore still faced by a difficult situation, for when I 
stepped forward to shake the hands of the new arrivals they 
imagined 1 was after their lives. Giving a shriek they disappeared 
into the forest, and it took some time before we could coax them 
into the open again. 

Eventually, however, friendly negotiations were concluded. We 
were at least to be allowed to go on to the native settlement. 
Once there we could attempt to talk over the best means of 
continuing our journey. 

The maloka to which we were going had obviously been intended 
as a place of refuge. The long trail leading to it from the river 
was carefully concealed by making it cross and recross a number 
of small streams, which meant that no footprints were visible, and 
also by means of huge tree-trunks which had been so felled as to 
give the appearance of having fallen naturally. 

When we at last arrived at the maloka, I noticed among its 
inhabitants such a feeling of scarcely suppressed fear and hostility, 
that I felt called upon to make particularly friendly overtures. I 
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found that this settlement, like the deserted malokai we had 
previously come upon, belonged to the Kampana (Mhgtha), or 
Mosquito Indians. It seemed fairly certain that a numl^ of the 
gentlemen around me had banqueted oft the murdered Colombian 
a few weeks previously, but I determined to omit all reference to 
this interesting meal and to the events which bad preceded it. 

It was necessary to get our Mends into a more Mendly mood 
before inquiring Mm them the possibilities of making our way 
through the jungle to the next rivor system. This meant that we 
had to embark on the long and elaborate greeting prescribed 'by 
native etiquette. It was interesting to see that in this formal and 
diplomatic conversation, not only was Tukano the language 
employed, but also that Mandu, as a Tukano, had social precedence 
over lUndi, even though Kandi was a much more forceful per- 
sonality. 

Even more important than the formal conversation, however, 
was the informal pow-wow which followed, and in this Kandi 
played a leading part. He retired into one comer of the maloka, 
and soon had all the old women gathered around him. These he 
managed to entertain and enlighten far better than Mandu could 
have done. In spite of his very dignified and rather martial 
manners, Kandi always seemed to have great influence among 
the women-folk. Many a time we had twitted him about his 
“conquests," but on this occasion his Casanova qualities were 
certainly of the greatest assistance. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


THE MABCH THROUGH THE JUNGLE 

G eneral diplomatic negotiations took up the whole of 
the first day of our stay at this stronghold of the 
Indians. By the morning of the second day, however, 
we felt sufficiently secure of our position to broach the 
iiiiittcr of our further journey. We found out that the Indians 
did know of a river many days’ journey away to the south, but 
tlicy assured us that it would be impossible for us with our heavy 
liaggage to make our way through to it, owing to the density of 
tht intervening jungle, and that in any case they would be unable 
to accompany us as guides owing to the fact that they had recently 
been engaged in warfare with some of the tribes on the other 
ruer. Incidentally weapons used in tribal warfare seemed 
more common and in greater use amongst these people than 
amongst any of the tribes I had hitherto visited. These were a 
sort of heavy wooden sword or club, battle-lance, and wicker- 
work shield. 

Once we had overcome their initial fear, however, I felt that we 
were on safe ground. Da Silva spread out some of our wondrous 
beads, clothes, and knives, and allowed the natives to have a 
long envious look at them. He then informed them that t&is 
treasure would belong to them if they would only bring us safely 
through the jungle. In the end cupidity got the better of timidity. 
The Indians agreed not only to guide us to the far-distant river 
but to carry our luggage as well. 

This was an important point, as we needed every available man 
to bring my numerous boxes through the forest. The two boats 
wc were forced to leave behind and one or two of the heavier 
boxes, but it was impossible, of course, to part with the collection 
that I had made ; our trade goods would be imperative on the 
other river, and finally, the film and camera were equally in- 
dispensable. Consequently I insisted even that my crew, who 
wished to return at Uiis point, must accompany us until we could 
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once more embark on the river, so that with the natives of this 
new maloka, who were to go with us, my little party had now 
swollen to fifty in number. 

Early in the day on which we were to commence our new 
undertaking a number of the Mosquito Indians set out through 
the jungle, accompanied only by Mannling and Kandi, it being 
arranged that the remaining members of my party were to start 
half an hour later. Scarcely ten minutes after their departure, 
however, the Indians of this foie<guard came rushing back, 
shrieking “ Colombiano, Colombiano.” Upon hearing these 
dreaded words, all of the local Indians seized their hammocks and 
prepared to flee into the forest. I knew it would never do to let 
them disappear, as once out of sight, we should never be able to 
get hold of our guides again. I therefore shouted to da Silva to 
close one entrance to the maloka and stand guard over it while 1 
did the same at the other door, so that no one could leave. I then 
tried to find out exactly what had happened, but in their frightened 
condition it was almost impossible to get any sense out of ths 
Indians, and we had to wait until Kandi and Mannling returned 
before we could secure any explanation. 

I then learned that two strange Indians had suddenly emerged 
from the jungle crying out that a band of Colombians had arrived. 
Immediately afterwards these strangers had seen Mannling, and 
thinking that they had jumped flrom the frying-pan into the Are, 
they had once more disappeared into the jungle. 

It was obviously impossible to continue our journey before 
getting to the bottom of this story. I therefore sent two of the 
native women into the jungle to And the strange Indians who had 
arrived so inopportunely and to tell them that they need have no 
fear of us. 

It took the women nearly an hour to entice the messengers from 
their hiding-place. When the latter were at last brought into the 
maloka, 1 observed with much amusement that they had to go 
through the whole of the long sing-song greeting ceremonial before 
they could tell us their story. These Indians turned out to be 
members of a tribe dwelling in the far-away south, who had been 
driven by fear to make the long journey through the jungle. 
They informed us that a band of marauding lawless Colombians 
had broken through the jungle at a point where no white man had 
ever before been seen, and that these outlaws were now ravaging 
a number of Indian villages. 

This news so frightened the Mosquito Indians that for a time 
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they gave up all thought of guiding us through the jungle, but 
after much argument 1 managed to convince them that with our 
help they had nothing to fear from any other white men, and 
they once more agreed to accompany us. In fact 1 succeeded in 
instilling such confidence in our prowess that even the strangers 
from the south consented to return with us to their homes. This 
was a real achievement, ks these strangers were likely to be the 
best guides of ail. The very fact that these southerners had made 
their way through the jungle showed me that the forest could not 
be absolutely impenetrable. In fact it was obvious that there 
must have been some sort of intercommunication between the 
inhabitants of the two river systems, if only because of the 
occasional hostile raids which I had been told had taken place. 

After the excitement had quieted down we once more set ofi on 
our journey. It can hardly be said that there was a path. Com- 
munication between the two water-systems took place probably 
only two or three times a year, and the quick-growing jungle soon 
obliterates every trail, but the Indians were obviously accustomed 
to follow one particular route, and as we advanced through the 
jungle, I could occasionally see from an old knocked-off branch 
or a fallen tree-trunk that the jungle had once at least been 
visited by mankind. 

But the heavy tropical rains and the constant fertility of 
nature had caused fresh trees to grow up in the place of the old. 
Considering the density of the jungle and of the undergrowth, 
and also the presence of vines and creepers between the trees, it 
seemed almost a miracle that a man even without a load could 
get through. Yet my Indians were hampered by carrying huge 
and weighty boxes. I was astonished at the load which each man 
could shoulder. Huge tin boxes full of films, each weighing nearly 
two hundred pounds, were carried hour after hour and day after 
day. I noticed that the Indians carried all the loads on their 
backs, but supported by a strap tied on to their foreheads. I was 
interested to see that even the women had been pressed into 
service. It is probable that they wanted to visit their old homes, 
and in order to do so had cheerfully shouldered burdens quite as 
heavy as those of the men and, in addition, had slung over their 
shoulders squawking infants. 

Notwithstanding their burdens, the Indians continued to 
progress at what was really a remarkable rate. Two or three 
went on ahead, armed with the long forest knives (machetes) 
I had given them, and tried to hack out a free passage. Even 
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so it was necessary to duck and twist and gyrate in a mannet 
comparable only to the modem conception of dancing as ex- 
emplified in the Charleston. Worse still was the fact that we 
occasionally came across huge stretches of swamp and marsh 
where we sank up to our knees in mud. On higher ground we 
frequently had to cross ravines bridged only by the thin round 
slippery trunk of a fallen tree. 

The Indians have a remarkable facility in the use of their feet. 
Frequently 1 had observed that they would pick things up with 
their toes instead of using their hands. Consequently they were 
able to run along slippery tree>trunks by using their flexible toes to 
secure a hold where it was impossible for a shoe-clad European to 
follow. So in spite of the thorns, the insects, and a fear of snakes, 
it was necessary to go barefoot, and even then I had to bite my lip 
until the blood came before I could force myself to go over some 
of the slippery natural bridges which Indians crossed without 
concern. 

For many nights we had to camp in the forest. This meant 
that on several occasions we were wet through lo the skin. I had 
purposely brought with me a very small tent, large enough only 
to hold the more valuable and perishable part of our luggage. A 
larger tent would have increased the weight enormously, and in 
any case would have been useless, owing to the density of the 
jungle. 

I have always a distrust of large, elaborate, and well-equipped 
expeditions. The better the equipment the greater the difficulty 
of getting through. I have generally observed that the explorer 
who gets anywhere goes out with next to nothing and usually 
dumps that down as useless somewhere on the way. Whenever 
it rained too hard we crowded together in the little tent for mutual 
warmth and shelter, but returned to our hammocks as soon as 
the shower was over. 

Far worse than the wetting of our persons was the fact that on 
one occasion the whole of our .scanty stock of matches became so 
soaked as to be useless. We were rescued from a fireless predica- 
ment only by the skill of the two Pogsa slaves who were numbered 
among my attendants. I was surprised to find that none of the 
other Indians could compete with the Pogsa in fire-making, but 
this was no doubt due to the fact that the settled Indians always 
keep at least one fire going perpetually, and so are able to start 
other flames from this central hearth. It is only the wandering 
homeless Pogsas who are forced to light a fresh fire each day. 
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My Pogsa followers were, of course, ignorant of flint and steel, 
but by boring one piece of a certain kind of wood (it looked like a 
thick rush) into another, they at last seciued a spark which was 
soon blown into a flame. I was surprised to find that both pieces 
of wood came from the same branch, so that one was not harder 
or softer than another. 

The jungle continued to be unfriendly as regards food, and we 
met with almost no game, but the Indians surprised me one day 
by collecting from the trees a large number of caterpillars. With 
these they proceeded to prepare their evening meal. I was in- 
terested to see how they set to work. The “innards” were 
carefully squeezed out and only the skins were thrown into the 
cooking-pot. These skins were boiled for half an hour, and the 
banquet was then declared ready. I was rather surprised to find 
how tough these boiled caterpillars were. They required careful 
mastication, and both in consistency and in taste they reminded 
me rather forcibly of rubber bands. 

I always tried to keep our party together, but Mannling and I 
got in the habit of going on ahead, and on one occasion during a 
blinding rainstorm we became scpEU*ated from the others and 
were soon hopelessly lost. For hours we wandered aimlessly 
through the forest and then tried to retrace our steps. It is 
curious how the lost invariably wander in circles. Three times 
we came back to the same spot after hacking our way through 
the jungle for what seemed an eternity. We were without food, 
and in the absence of matches even our pipes were useless. 

Mannling wanted to fire off his rifle as a signal, but 1 prevented 
him from doing so lest the Indians should think that the dreaded 
Colombians had come upon them. Had the shot been fired, the 
Indians would probably have scattered far and wide instead of 
coming to our rescue. To make matters worse we got enmeshed 
in a large bog, and for a long time we could not find our way 
back to dry land. While we were struggling in this bog I must 
have been bitten or stung by some insect, as my right foot became 
very painful and proceeded to swell up enormously. At first the 
affair had seemed a joke, but as evening drew on we became 
really frightened. Night fell, and as we could still see no way 
out we determined to crawl up into the boughs of some tree and 
wait for morning before struggling on further. Just then, however, 
I heard in the distance someone calling us. The Indians had 
noticed our absence and the faithfrd Eandi and Mandu had headed 
a search party. There is no doubt that on this, as on many other 
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occasioiu, the Indians, though so often accused of treachery and 
faithlessness, saved our lives. 

On several occasions during our journey through the jungle we 
heard strange noises coming from the surrounding forest. Some- 
times it seemed as if wooden rods were being beaten against one 
another ; at other times I imagined that I heard someone cutting 
down a tree in the distance. These noises always seemed to 
frighten my Indian guides companums, and when I asked them 
about the cause of these mysterious sounds, they invariably replied 
that it was the demons of the forest at play. 

After many days of wandering we came to another large swamp 
which proved to be the source of a river flowing to the south. 
This turned out to be the Pira Parana, or Fish River, although on 
the maps the source of this river is erroneously placed some four 
hundred miles further west. At the point where we reached the 
river it was a mere brook scarcely three feet wide, and covered 
every yard or two by fallen logs and overhanging vines. It was 
obvious that we could not attempt to embark here but would have 
to continue our journey overland until we came to a point where 
the river was more navigable. 

On the way up the Papory the insects had been a good deal of 
a nuisance during the daytime, but on no occasion had we found 
it necessary to use our mosquito-nets at night. Immediately on 
entering this new river-system, however, we found that sleep was 
impossible unless we were well protected by nets each night. I 
noticed that, in spite of the enormous number of insect pests in 
this region, the Indians had never learned the art of preparing any 
form of net, and they were forced to protect themselves by keeping 
smoky fires burning under their hammocks all through the night. 

One of the most troublesome of the insects was the motuka, a 
v<Mracious blood-sucker, although it looked exactly like^ a large 
European house-fly. Unlike the vampire bat, the motuka inflicted 
a very painful sting. I was surprised to find that this fly was able 
to sting through my thick hammock and even through my clothes. 
On one occasion I thought that Pequeneno was attempting a joke 
by sticking a long nee^e through the hammock in which I was 
sitting, and I yelled to him to stop his nonsense before I realized 
the real cause of the trouble. 

For some extraordinary reason we were attacked early the next 
morning by a huge swarm of bees. These insects alighted in such 
numbers on our camp that we were forced to pack our things and 
continue the journey at an unusually early hour. 
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For the next two days we kept to the jungle, and lost sight of 
the river which at this point made a huge bend to the west. 
During this time we once more managed to lose our way, even 
though we were in the company of some of the Indians. They 
themselves were not over*sure of the proper direction, and we had 
to wait until the two Indians who lived on this river came up to 
ub and gave us proper directions. 

Just about this time, falling over a stump, I broke my 
^utch. Mannling’s timepiece had long ceased to function, so that 
were forced to rely upon the sun as our chronometer, and as 
long as we were in the jungle even the sun was rarely visible. 
'J’lus troubled us very slightly, however. We had long adopted 
an almost Indian attitude towards time. The only important 
ilifforence was between day and night, and our stomachs told us 
any further details regarding passage of the hours which we 
needed to know. Far more important than the destruction of 
the watch was the fact that Mfinnling lost his pipe shortly after- 
wards and was accordingly forced to share mine. 

From time to time we crossed over little forest streams which 
ran down to join the Pira Parana. It was very remarkable to 
observe the difference in the colour of the water of these streams. 
Some had the same black-red colour of the Papory, others were 
bruAvn, while others, again, were perfectly colourless, and yet the 
streams ran through the same forest and I could not observe any 
ddference in the nature of the soil. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


THE LAND OF NAKED WOMEN 

I T was a welcome relief when a sudden break in the forest 
once more brought us in sight of a human habitation, even 
though this habitation turned out to be of a very rough and 
primitive sort, quite unlike an ordinary nudoka. 

We soon found that we had come upon a mere haven of refujje. 
The regular tribal nudoka was several miles away, on the banks 
of the Pira Parana, but fear of the Colombians had caused its 
inhabitants temporarily to abandon their home, and erect this hut 
far away in the jungle. 

We had, of course, come to an entirely new tribe of Indians, 
the members of which called themselves Tsdnoas, or Inambus.^ 
Living as they did on a very different river-system from that 
on which we had hithertcj been journeying, I was interested in 
studying these new natives in great detail. Careful examination 
showed that we were still in Betoya territory, for as regards both 
language and general culture the Tsdnoas were obviously affiliated 
with the tribes of the Uaupes and Papory Rivers. 

The Tsdnoas were, however, far more primitive than any of the 
other Betoya tribes we had hitherto visited. 

The women, for example, did not wear a stitch of clothing 
except for a pair of beautifully woven garters. These garters 
were for adornment only as, of course, the ladies wore no stockings. 
Perhaps because of this nudity the women were more shy and 
reserved than any I had previously seen. It would seem that the 
less clothes women wear, the more highly proper and reserved is 
their conduct. 

The men covered their nakedness with a bast loin cloth similar 
to the one worn in the Papory district, but unlike the tribes with 
which we had previously come into contact, the males of this 
region wore a long black wooden skewer through their noses 
and a feather-tufted bone in the lobe of each ear. A wooden 
* The Inambu is a well-known Amazonian wild-fowl. 
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button was thrust through a hole bored deep down in the 
lower lip. 

Altogether the Indians of this region were a pretty wild-looking 
lot, and I was tempted to be more afraid of them than of any 
marauding Colombians, but from their very friendly attitude 1 
soon saw that all fear was groundless. 

Unfortunately, however, the fact that our hosts were away from 
their fishing-grounds meant that they were not able to help us 
out very much on the food question. This was particularly 
disappointing, as my native carriers were naturally exhausted 
from their long exertion in the forest and were badly in need of 
something more sustaining than beiju. I tried to console them for 
the absence of fish and game by giving them a soup prepared from 
beef extract, telling them that it was the clotted blood of strong 
animals. This tale went down very well with the Brazilians, but 
the Indians turned up their noses in scorn at the mess 1 offered 
them and preferred to stick to their diet of mandioka meal and 
water. 

That same afternoon I secured from the Tsonoas a bird which, 
though unusable for food, provided me with a good deal of 
amusement. This was a jakamin or trumpetero, which although only 
recently captured was already very tame. In size and appearance 
it was not unlike a large pheasant. The Indians regarded it as a 
Inrd of sorcery. From the curious ventral noises made by the bird 
wlien excited, the natives claimed that they could not only fore- 
tell the coming of friends or foes, but that they could also prog- 
nosticate any change in the weather. Certaitdy, as regards the 
latter point, I must say that the Indians’ interpretation of the 
bird’s noises proved remarkably correct, and I should like to 
suggest that some of our weather observatories in Europe would 
do well to equip themselves with this feathered barometer. 

To me the most curious thing about my newly acquired trum- 
petero bird was the remarkable zest he showed in fighting and 
killing snakes. The Indians happened to capture a small snake 
that same afternoon, and instead of killing it immediately they 
threw it in front of the bird. A pitched battle ensued. The snake 
lunged out at the bird again and again, but although the latter 
looked extremely awkward and slow, he managed always to keep 
just out of reach. From time to time the trumpetero succeeded 
in giving a sharp peck at the snake’s neck, and at the end of 
twenty minutes the snake lay lifeless. 

The hut was so crowded that my little party was forced to sleep 
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once more in the open, but this proved no great inconvenience, as 
it was a marvellously clear night, and the stars shone down brightly 
upon us. I began to talk to my Indians regarding the stars, and 
was surprised to find that they had a keen interest in and a good 
knowledge of the various constellations. As they were unable to 
calculate periods of time, the Indians had learned to make the 
stars act as a sort of calendar ; the planting of the crops, the 
performance of certain ceremonies, and the periodic wailing of the 
dead, being all carried out when the stars stood at a certain 
position in the sky. 

To the Indians, of course, as to all primitive people, the celestial 
bodies were mysterious spirits, some good and others evil. The 
sun, I was told, is a male spirit, similar to Wagti, the high good 
God, but not to be confused with him. Every morning the sun 
emerges from his maloka by means of the front door, and every 
evening he creeps back to his maloka through the back door. The 
sun’s rays are the festival adornments which he binds to his lu'ad. 
Eclipses take place when the sun smears himself with dark genipapo 
paint. He appears red whenever he paints himself with karujuru. 
The moon is the younger brother of the sun God. Owing to his 
youth, he is not yet allowed to don full festival adornment. He 
is alternately lean and stout because of his habit of alternately 
fasting and feasting. 

The next day the Tsdnoas guided us through the forest to their 
abandoned maloka on the banks of the Pira Parana. Here wc 
found two canoes, so that from this point we could continue our 
journey by water. We found, however, that we should have to 
embark on this new phase of the journey alone, Both my Tukano 
crew and my Mosquito guides insisted upon returning to their 
homes on the Papory. Even the Tsdnoas refused to accompany 
us downstream, so frightened were they at the prospect of meeting 
the Colombians, so that for the time being Kandi, his two sons, 
and Mandu were to be our sole Indian companions. 

The returning Indians had to be compensated for their services, 
and as some of them had been vrith us for several weeks, and had 
comparatively large sums owing them, the process of paying them 
off proved a lengthy affair and took up the whole of the afternoon. 
Considering the strenuous work they had been called upon to do, 
I was surprised to find how moderate they were in their demands, 
but at the same time they were as “ finicky ” in the choice of 
presents as any of the other Indians with whom we had come 
into contact. 
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As there seemed to be a run on fish-hooks and knives, of which 
we had only a moderate supply, da Silva and I made an attempt 
to interest our men in other less-popular trade goods, and in the 
end we were not altogether unsuccessful. Our perfumes and our 
mouth-organs had in the past found a very poor market, so we 
made a special effort to get rid of these on this occasion. We 
ojiened a bottle of most pestiferous scent, and by holding it under 
the nose of each man until he promised to buy some, we eventually 
pot rid of several bottles. 

Encouraged by this success, da Silva did his best to coax a tune 
out of one of the mouth-organs. So great was his musical genius 
that one youth was at last beguiled into taking one of these 
instruments os part payment for his services. We were so de- 
lighted at his appreciation of music that we gave him three other 
mouth-organs as free-will offerings. But even this bonus failed to 
induce any of the other Indians to follow his example. 

1 Yias particularly pleased to find that owing to a little ruse of 
niinp, we were able to dispose of a large number of red and green 
tx'ads. All along these had been very unpopular, the natives 
invariably demanding only the blue and white varieties. This led 
me to try a social experiment. For several days past, Mannling 
and I had worn necklaces made from the large stock of green and 
red beads, while under my orders Joaquim and Pequeneno had 
adorned themselves with necklaces made from the blue and white 
beads. This fact had not failed to impress my native carriers, and 
when da Silva, carrying on the good work, gave a long lecture upon 
the social superiority of red and green, the Indians allowed their 
social ambitions to overcome their artistic preferences, and agreed 
to reduce our stock of tlie beads of the previously despised colours. 

As soon as the payments had been completed, most of the 
Indians set out on their long journey through the jungle, but we 
kept the Tsonoa tribesmen with us for some time in order to secure 
from them detailed information concerning the country through 
which we were to pass. As we should be guideless, it was necessary 
that we be forewarned against all possible trouble. After much 
questioning, we were told that on our journey down the river we 
should pass by two meUokas, which were so well hidden in the 
woods that it would be impossible to find them, but that at the 
end of a day’s journey we should come in sight of a maloka near 
the water’s edge. Here we should find a woman who had once 
been married to a Tukano, and so we should easily make our- 
selves understood. 
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Having secured this information, we were forced to allow the 
Tsonoa Indians to depart. By this time it was too late to 
a fresh start, so we slept that night in the deserted tnaloka. Early 
next morning, when we sought to continue our journey, we found 
that the two canoes we had secured, our only means of transport, 
would not be sufficient to carry more than a quarter of our lugga^. 
Consequently, after much consultation, it was agreed that out 
little party should break up into two detachments. Most of the 
luggage was to be left behind at the deserted maloka ; Pequeneno, 
Miguel, and Kandi’s two sons remaining with it to act as guards. 
The rest of us were to go on ahead to the next settlement, and 
from there, after securing further boats, to send back for the 
others. Pequeneno was at first rather frightened at the prospect 
of being left behind, but after 1 had given him a rifle and appointed 
him head of the camp, he began strutting around as if he were 
the head of a huge army. 

We of the foregueurd at last started on our way, but we soon 
found that progress could only be made slowly and with great 
difficulty. The river was still little more than a forest brook, and 
it was completely blocked every hundred yards or so by some tree- 
trunk which had fallen across it. We had constantly to stop and 
hack these obstacles out of the way. In most cases after paddling 
only five or ten minutes we were forced to spend half an hour 
using our axes. Occasionally we found that by springing into the 
water we could pass the canoes under the tree-trunks without 
cutting the latter apart, and though this device necessitated a 
frequent bath, we adopted it whenever possible. 

About three hours after starting we came to a point where a 
small tributary joined the main stream. This rivulet we knew 
must be the Ambaiwe, the sources of which, we had been told, 
lay very close to the head waters of the Ti Igarape, which in turn 
flowed into the upper waters of the Uaupes River. We were later 
to find that this fact was to have some importance for us. 

We, of course, continued down the main stream. This main- 
tained a south-westerly direction, but with many bends and 
deviations. On either side of the banks we could see the land was 
low and swampy, and obviously the whole region must have been 
under water during the rainy season. In this low swampy ground 
I noticed a much larger number of palm trees, particularly of 
kawai palms, than I had previously seen. 

Although we had once more been told that the dry season was 
about to set in, we were overtaken by a heavy thunder and rain- 
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storm early in the afternoon. The tiny open Indian canoes 
afforded no shelter whatever. We hastily cut long palm leaves 
and laid them over the boxes in order to protect their contents as 
far as possible, but we ourselves were exposed to the full fury of 
the elements. There is no raincoat in existence which can keep 
out an Amazonian downpour, and Mknnling and I soon discovered 
that it was far better to follow the Indian example and strip to the 
skin, tucking our clothes inside one of the boxes in order to keep 
them dry. 

Two hours later, when the rain had dwindled away to a drizzle, 
wc solemnly donned our clothes and our raincoats again. It 
seemed rather ridiculous to put on raincoats when the rain was 
over, but we needed them for protection against the cold. At 
ordinary times the temperature was about 80 degrees Centigrade. 
After the rainstorm the thermometer sank to about 24 degrees, 
but we found that even this small change made an enormous 
difference to our eomfort. We shivered and shook with cold and 
had eventually to stop and make Joaquim brew a pot of tea before 
we could warm up again. 

An hour later, as we were vigorously paddling downstream 
again, we saw on a bough overlooking the river a large sloth. 
This we immediately shot in the hope of securing something for 
dinner. The wounded animal fell into the river, but when we 
paddled to the spot and I thrust my hand into the water to seize 
our prey, its strong iron-like claws closed around my wrist, and 
I felt that I, too, was being drawn irresistibly into the water. In 
my fright I struggled wildly to get loose, and at last succeeded in 
doing so, but this meant that the animal was soon swept beneath 
the waters and out of our reach for ever. 

Early in the afternoon we came to the first cataract on the Pira 
Parana. This was sufficiently large to force us to unload the 
boats and carry them over the rocks. It was our first experience 
of trying to get over a cashoeira going downstream, and though 
smaller than many of the others, it gave us a good foretaste of 
what was to come. 

After overcoming this obstacle we paddled on hour after hour. 
By evening the river had broadened out to such an extent that we 
were only occasionally troubled by fallen tree-trunks. The low 
palm-covered bank and the grey-green water furnished us with 
a most lovely landscape picture, but we had little time to devote 
ourselves to its beauty. Dusk set in, and we could still see no 
trace of human habitation. 
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The Indians count distances on their canoe journeys by bends 
in the river. The Inambu chief had tallied off ten l^nds on his 
fingers and hud told us that the makka mint be found at this 
point, but we had already made more than twenty such bends and 
the settlement seemed as far off as ever. Even my two chiefs 
began to fear that we must have passed by the makika without 
seeing it. Our spirits sank lower and lower as night set in, but we 
continued to hold our course and were at last rewarded. A new 
curve in the river brought us in sight of a large mabka, where we 
made haste to land. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


A MEETING WITH OUTLAWS 

T his settlement was also inhabited by Tsonoa Indians, 
but owing to the presence in it of the very genial Tukano 
widow, we were able to converse with greater ease than 
at the preceding maloka. This good lady was very 
garrulous, and we soon learned a great deal about her past history. 
I was particularly amused at her complaints concerning the lack 
of clothes. While married to a Tukano and living on the Papory, 
she had been in the habit of wearing a skirt, but since her seeond 
marriage she had been living in a region where skirts were un- 
known, and as her new neighbours considered her dress scandalous, 
provocative, and in general bad taste, she was forced on all 
ordinary occasions to go as naked as the others. 

It was well that we had some one here who could readily under- 
stand us, for I found that this was one of the malokas which had 
been visited by the dreaded Colombians, and the people were 
naturally frightened at the arrival of a second party of white men. 
We heard a long tale of woe about the misdoings of our pre- 
decessors. We found, among other things, that they had forcibly 
carried off three male members of the maloka. The grass widows of 
these men were especially vociferous in their complaints. 

That evening I heard Mannling and da Silva engaged in a long 
dispute as to what day of the week and of the month it was, a 
dispute not helped by the fact that neither spoke the other’s 
language. In any case we had all become very hazy as regards 
the passage of time, and I was rather astounded to see this re- 
newed interest in the calendar, but it was not until the next 
morning that I discovered the reason for this discussion. 

This discovery came about in a rather startling way. I was 
suddenly awakened by the sound of three pistol shots, fired only 
a foot or two from my hammock. But when I seized my rifle, 
thinking that an attack had begun, I found that my little party 
had worked it out that this was the morning of September 28th, 
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my birthday, and that M&nnling was only trying to celebrate the 
occasion in an appropriate way. Even the Indians seemed to 
understand that this was a day of great festivity, as they brought 
me as a present various fruits, among them a bunch of delicious 
palm-grapes. In honour of the occasion, Mannling and I allowed 
ourselves for breakfast the last remaining pot of jam. 

Shortly afterwards my two chiefs went away with one of the 
local tribesmen in an attempt to find some more boats in one of 
the nearby settlements. During their absence, Mannling and 1 
tried our hand at fishing in order to secure something for a birth- 
day banquet, but our chief catch seemed to be some submerged 
logs, and in trying to detach my hook from one of these, I eventu- 
ally upset the canoe in which we were sitting, so that both of us 
found ourselves in the water. This somewhat dampened our 
festive ardour, and when late in the afternoon my Indians re- 
turned and announced that they had been able to secure only one 
additional canoe, we all felt a great sinking of spirits. 

But the day was to end on a more joyful note. Quite near the 
maloka was a heap of Amazonian acorns. In the evening wc 
heard a curious noise coming from this spot, and rushing out with 
our guns, we saw a peccari, or wild swine, helping himself to a 
free lunch. We soon shot him, feeling that Providence was 
distinctly kind in sending one of the wild beasts of the jungle 
to our very door. 

The next two days were spent in collecting the men and the 
things which had been left behind. My Indians returned with the 
three canoes we now possessed to the deserted medoka far up the 
Pira Parana. By loading each of the canoes to the brim they 
managed to bring everything away in one journey. 

When at last our little party was once more united, I had a 
long talk with my two chiefs as to what had best be done. It was 
imperative that we have at least six canoes, but we had only been 
able to find three. There seemed little prospect of securing 
others. Kandi at last suggested that two old discarded canoes 
near our maloka, though full of holes, could possibly be mended 
sufficiently for us to use them. In the absence of any better plan 
we proceeded to act on this suggestion. 

Some trees from the nearby jungle furnished us with very 
excellent pitch, and with this we managed to put the two old 
canoes into such a condition that we thought they might carry us 
on our journey. 

Even so, we were one canoe short, so, that it was necessary to 
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set to work and build a new one. A tree was felled and the main 
trunk cleared of bark and branches, and cut to a suitable length. 
A little groove was made along one side of the trunk, and a con- 
tinuous smouldering fire was kept in this groove so as to bum out 
a greater pcnrtion of tjbe centre. While the trunk was still pliable 
from heat, the two sides were gradually pushed apart by wooden 
bars thrust between them. When the cinders had been cleared 
out with an axe, the work of boat-making was complete, the single 
tree-trunk had been transformed into a very serviceable canoe. 

The South American dug-out canoes were, however, much more 
(iifiicult to handle than the birch-bark canoes of the North 
American Indies, and I had some fear lest one of the boats might 
suddenly capsize and thereby cause the loss of some of our valu- 
able cargo. 

The building of the new boat, and the repair of the old ones 
occupied several days, and as this work was carried out almost 
entirely by my Indians, the rest of us had a long period of enforced 
idleness. This was almost ruinous for the white and half-white 
members of my little party. They became ill, discontented, and 
quarrelsome. Joaquim and Pequeneno flew at one another’s 
throats on two occasions, and even Mannling and Pequeneno had 
private differences of opinion which they tried to make as public 
as possible. 

Da Silva came to our rescue in this predicament, and by re- 
counting his literary experiences managed to while away the 
tedium. As far as 1 could make out, in the many years he had 
spent after leaving school, he had read only one book, but this 
was a novel in six volumes, and he proceeded to narrate to us 
the contents of one volume after another. The fact that he had 
forgotten the name of the book, the authors, and the principal 
characters, did not in the least mar our pleasure, and every day 
we listened for a couple of hours to his thrilling narrative. 

But even this was not enough. It was necessary to invent 
imaginary tasks for my followers, and I was delighted to find that 
the currying out of these tasks restored peace and calm to our 
midst. Da Silva and Mannling were able to occupy their thoughts 
by a hunting competition. In this da Silva almost invariably 
won. Mannling, though a good shot, would scour the forest for 
hours and bring back with him only a long face, while da Silva 
almost invariably had some interesting trophy. Amongst the 
animals which we shot here for the first time were a number of 
different kinds of squirrels. 
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This forced activity was unnecessary as far as I was concerned 
I am almost proud of the fact that I can do nothing in a better 
and more graceful way than anyone else alive, but on this occabion 
I scarcely had need of this faculty. I had my books to read and 
my note-books in which to write. Material for study was t\ ery- 
where around me. Last but not least, 1 was busily occupied l)y 
one of the most charming and harmless love affairs in the world. 

The daughter of one of the leading tribesmen, a girl of sonir 
sixteen or seventeen years, had struck me ever since my arrival. 
Unlike the squat and rather dumpy figures of most Indian women, 
every line of her slender body was indicative of charm and gracT 
No longer did I have to spend hours trying vainly to gouge out 
of the Indians the native words for things, for this little girl 
undertook with great zest the task of instructing me in the Tsonoa 
vernacular. Wc would sit side by side for hours, and a hundred 
times she would touch my eye or my nose or my mouth, and each 
time I would have to repeat the native word for it. 

Then in true romantic style of an evening we would sit under a 
tree and look up at the stars while she told me the Indian 
names of all the constellations. But when she turned the tables 
on me and asked me what they were called in the far-away laud 
of the white man, I, being a wretched astronomer, had to invent 
new appellations to cover my ignorance of the real ones. 

Poor little thing, she seemed to have great interest in the far- 
away land of the white man, and I could see that she longed to 
go there. Hidden as we were in the far-off jungle, I began to 
dream romantic dreams and to think of a jungle mating, but the 
very sweetness and childish charm of the girl brought me back to 
the world of reality. She was of the forest, and her grace and 
beauty belonged to the forest, while I, for good or bad, belonged 
to the world of men, and to this I must return. So I contented 
myself with giving her a photo of myself (it was a passport photo 
and revealed all of my beauty), and — one kiss. 

The completion of the boats brought an end to our romance. 
The evening before our departure wc busied ourselves in re- 
packing and rearranging our things and in trying to secure 
further information regarding the tribes down the river. My 
Tsonoa friends had particularly interesting things to say about 
the ferocity and bloodthirstiness of the Palenoa Indians, but I 
had heard so many similar stories regarding other tribes that 1 
refused to be frightened. 

Just as we were in the middle of our conversation, we were 
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startled by the sound of distant paddling. A few moments later, 
three Indians suddenly appeared in the nudoka. They were the 
natives who had been seized and carried off by the Colombians, 
>«nd we soon found that these Colombians had returned and were 
now mooring their boats in the harbour. 

It was a very interesting moment, this meeting of white men 
far away in the jungle, men of the same colour and yet with a 
certain instinctive hostility between them. I heard firom the 
Indians that the arriving party consisted of three Colombians and 
a immber of natives who had been pressed into their service. It 
'fvas necessary quickly to make up our minds what attitude we 
were going to take towards them. The fact that the Colombians 
remained for some twenty minutes at the water’s edge, before 
coming to the maloka, showed that they also must have been 
discussing what their attitude towards us was to be, as they could 
see from our boats and baggage that we were inside the house. 

Eventually I went out to parley with the leader of the Colombian 
party. On seeing me emerge from the maloka, he at once came 
forward to meet me. Both of us were ostentatiously unarmed, 
but both of us were protected by drawn rifles from behind. As 
my party was numerically superior, the Colombians did not 
venture an open outrage, and after a rather formal greeting, the 
Colombian leader merely asked if we had any objection to his 
party .staying in the same maloka for the night. 

It was, of course, impossible to refuse this request, so we more 
or less divided the nudoka between us. My little party continued 
in possession of the flront portion of the great house, while the 
Colombians hxmg their hammocks in the rear. The rightful owners 
of the maloka were forced to crowd together into whatever space 
was left over. I noticed, however, that most of the women and 
many of the men fled into the forest and did not return. Several 
of the younger men came to me and asked permission to sleep in 
my section of the maloka. It was obvious that they were afraid 
lest they, too, be seized by the Colombians. 

Later in the evening da Silva and I exchanged formal visits with 
the new arrivals. In the course of these, I managed to exchange 
.some tea for much-needed tobacco and matches. I also dis- 
covered how our visitors had managed to find their way to this 
hitherto unexplored part of the jungle. They had come from the 
upper waters of the Uaupes to the mouth of the Ti Igarape ; had 
ascended this river to its source ; and had then made their way 
overland to the Ambaiwa, descending it until they at last came 
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to the Pira Parana. On the occasion of their first visit to this 
maioka, they had come in a small canoe, but had then seized in 
this and other settlements a sufficient number of men to enable 
them to go back and drag their larger boats over the water: 
shed separating the Ti and Ambaiwa Rivers. 

These Colombians were a very rough lot, even according to 
their own account. Many of the tales they told regarding their 
exploits in the past would have made a degenerate Roman 
emperor of old green with envy. The civilized portions of 
Colombia had eventually proved too hot for them, so for the Inst 
two or three years they had been forced to keep to the jungle, 
only occasionally emerging at some small outpost in order to 
exchange their rubber and balata for some luxury which the forest 
could not give them. 

They were obviously gentlemen acquainted with and accustomed 
to the pleasures of life. They had brought with them a supply of 
rum sufficient to last them for many months — and in addition 
five Indian women to act as lady friends whenever there was a 
local shortage. How the three men divided possession of the 
five women I could not make out, notwithstanding interested 
inquiries in this direction. 

In spite of the formal exchange of visits which had taken place, 
and the seeming desire of the Colombians to maintain the truce 
which had been declared between us, I thought it better for my 
little party to go back to the custom of keeping senlry-wateli 
tliroughout the night. 

Once or twice my sentries heard noises indicating that some- 
one was stealthily moving around the maloka, but otherwise the 
night passed off quietly, and when morning arrived we thought 
that we should be able to depart according to schedule, leaving 
the Colombians behind us. 

We soon discovered, however, that the noises heard in the night 
had not been without significance. These had been caused not by 
the Colombians, but by foiu* of the natives they had brought with 
them. These poor wretches had been carried off, no doubt by 
force, from some other maloka, and they had at length decided to 
run away from their masters. 

This fact alone would not have worried me very much, but I 
soon found that the runaways had stolen one of my canoes in 
order to make their escape. This meant that both the Colombians 
and ourselves were placed in an awkward predicament. Several 
of the Tsonoa Indians had volunteered to come with us down- 
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stream, so that we had more than sufficient paddlers, but with 
only live canoes it seemed highly hazardous to attempt to con- 
tinue the journey. 

The Colombians, on the other hand, though possessed of only 
two eanoes, were not troubled as regards boat-space, as both their 
craft were in the nature of montarias, and were large enough to 
carry a party three times as numerous as theirs. (It was no doubt 
the very size of these boats which had caused the runaways to 
take one of my canoes rather than one belonging to their masters). 
But pnw that four of their crew had deserted, the outlaws no 
Ibnger had sufficient men to handle their craft, nor did they dare 
to seize any of our men by force. 

Such being the case, I was not surprised when, a little later, the 
leader of the Colombians came to me with the proposition that 
we join forces. They, too, were making their way downstream to 
the Japura, and they informed me that we should be welcome to 
a place in their boats provided that 1 lend them some of my 
paddlers. I considered this suggestion for some time. There was 
much to be said in its favour. We could not wait to build another 
canoe, and there was real danger should we attempt to pile all 
our cargo into the five canoes at our disposal. 

Hut I felt that a journey with the wild and lawless Colombians 
would be equally dangerous. At any moment hostilities might 
break out between my party and theirs. Above all, I had come 
to the jungle largely in order to study Indian life, and I knew that 
tlie presence of the rubber men would seriously interfere with the 
pursuit of this object. It was more than likely that should we 
travel with these companions we should find all the downstream 
nudokas de.serted. 

Consequently I decided to continue the journey alone, even at 
the risk of shipwreck, and had all the cargo placed in our own 
canoes. They lay perilously deep in the water, and it seemed as 
if a single mis-stroke with a paddle would send them to the bottom 
of the river. But I was determined to rely on the skill of my 
native crew, and after bidding a formal farewell to the outlaws, 
we set out once more on our journey. They, we found, had decided 
to rest for a day or two before following in our wake. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


THE MYSTEEIRS OR BIRTH AND DEATH 

P ADDLING slowly so as to avoid an upset with our ove^ 
laden canoes, we were able to appreciate to the full the 
beauty of the surrounding scenery. The region through 
which we were passing was certainly one of the most 
beautiful I had ever seen. The stream had now widened out very 
considerably, and we no longer had to fear lest some fallen tree- 
trunk should bar our way. Shortly after starting, we passed 
the mouths of two small tributaries, one coming from the west, 
the other from the east. On both these streams there were 
one or two Indian settlements, our Tsonoa guides told us, but we 
had to push on down the main river without making any detours. 

The further we went the more difficult did our journey seem to 
become. The slightest movement on our part caused the canoes 
to ship water, so we were forced to hold ourselves as rigid as 
possible. This meant, however, that all the white members of 
my party felt more and more cramped as the hours slowly crept 
by, and at last I for one was ready to cry out, in order to seek 
relief from the physical tension. 

Our delight was unbounded, therefore, when we suddenly caught 
sight of an empty canoe slowly floating down the river. This 
when overtaken and seized, turned out to be the very boat which 
had been stolen from us the preceding night. The runaways had 
no doubt only used the canoe to take them to a hidden path 
leading to some maloka far away in the jungle, and had then 
allowed it to drift away with the current. The finding of the boat 
made me doubly glad that I had refused the offer of the Colombians 
to join their party, for we soon managed to distribute part of the 
cargo and two of the men to the abandoned canoe, and there- 
after we were able to progress in greater comfort. 

Toward noon we came to another cataract, large enough to 
necessitate recourse to portage. After a frugal lunch, the Indians 
began to unload the canoes in order to carry the cargo through 
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the forest. I knew that this wOTk would require time, 
and as my presence was not necessary I decided to take 
advantage of this delay by making a short foraging expedition 
into the jungle. I was told that not far away was the site of an 
old deserted inahka. This I set out to visit, for though I knew 
that the house must long ago have fallen to pieces, 1 hoped to find 
some sweet potatoes still growing in the adjacent plantation. 

I reached the spot in about half an hour, and was interested to 
see how clearly the limits of the old abandoned plantation could 
still hs^ traced. The second growth of the jungle seems always to 
'be of a peculiar and easily recognizable character. This fact, 
combined with the custom of the Indians of abandoning their 
homes every twenty years or so, means that the jungle appears 
to be full of places marking ancient settlements. The sight of 
such spots tempts one to believe that formerly the Indian settle- 
ments were much more numerous than they now are, but care- 
ful consideration tends to show that this belief is erroneous. 

Unfortunately I was unsuccessful with regard to the main object 
of my search. Here and there the hardy mandioka continued to 
grow. Even the makashera and kara plants had not been entirely 
bmothered by the return of the jungle, but of my beloved sweet 
potato I could find no trace. 

Somewhat disappointed, 1 set out to rejoin my party, but 
instead of retracing my steps, I determined to make a short cut 
through the jungle, hoping to reach the river below the cataract 
where the boats were to be reloaded. As usual in such cases, 
making the supposed short out caused a long delay, as I soon got 
so enmeshed in the forest undergrowth that I lost all sense of 
direction and wandered about for over two hours without getting 
any nearer my goal. 

The situation might have had serious consequences, as I had 
not brought a compass with me, but I eventually hit upon a very 
simple way out of my difficulty. In the far distance I could hear 
a low, steady booming. T&is 1 knew could be caused only by the 
cataract. If 1 could only get to this cataract I should at least be 
on the river again, and no longer hopelessly lost, so I set out in 
the direction from which the booming seemed to come. 

As the noise grew louder and louder, I knew that I was on the 
right path, but I was soon troubled in another way. I must have 
run across an army of ants on the march, for in a short time I 
found my feet and legs covered with the creatures, and as soon 
as I knocked these off others took their place. I was so harassed 

a 



242 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

by the stings of these insects that I was overjoyed when I suddenly 
came to a little brook running through the forest. Without wait- 
ing to take off my clothes, I jumped into the water and immersed 
myself up to the neck, thinking in this way to get rid of my 
tormentors. 

The wriggling of a little water-snake, however, caused me to 
jump out of the stream even more quickly than I had jumped in. 
For all 1 knew, the snake was harmless. It certainly wriggled away 
from and not toward me, but I thought that even the stings of ants 
were preferable to proximity to any serpent, and I started out 
through the jungle again. 

Spxirred on by the presence of the ants and the fear of snakes, I 
tore my way through the undergrowth at record speed, and at 
last came to the cataract, the noise of which had acted as my 
guide. Thereafter I followed the course of the river downstream, 
and before long came in sight of my party once more. 

By this time the work of reloading the canoes was practically 
completed, but the boxes on one or two of the boats still had to 
be rearranged. While this was being done, the canoe in which 
Pequeneno was sitting broke loose from the shore, and started to 
drift away. Pequeneno, of course, immediately lost his head. In 
a wild attempt to stop his craft, he caught hold of an overhanging 
bough and held on for dear life. His clumsy movements caused 
the canoe to upset, and though the boat itself was soon recovered, 
two or three of the boxes were permanently lost. 

These boxes contained the greater portion of our dishes, and 
all of our knives, forks and spoons. Thereafter we had to eat 
without the aid of these luxuries, but we had become so used to 
life in the wUds by this time that we scarcely noticed their absence. 
Palm leaves and Indian baskets took the place of dishes, and 
calabashes the place of cups. Our fingers proved excellent sub- 
stitutes for knives and forks, and as we managed to rescue a pot 
in which to boil water for the tea, we felt we could be quite content 
with our lot. 

We had almost forgotten many of the other amenities of 
ordinary social life. Our hammocks had taken the place of beds 
since the beginning of the journey, and as I had refused to take 
along any camp furniture, wc had come to regard a film box as a 
perfectly suitable makeshift table, and a smaller box or logs 
equally good substitutes for chairs. 

In spite of the delay caused by the accident, we made good 
progress that afternoon, but wc failed to get beyond the long 
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stretch of uninhabited country separating the Tsdnoa and Palenoa 
tribes, and we had to camp in the open by the side of the river 
that night. The next day, however, brought us once more into 
contact with aboriginal life. Twice we came suddenly upon 
canoes filled with natives fishing in the river. The fact that one 
of the boats contained only women was rather surprising, c<m> 
sidering the fact that amongst most Indian tribes fishing is 
considered a very unladylike occupation. 

The occupants of both canoes must have thought that we were 
the dread Colombians, for upon seeing us they immediately turned 
and fled. In both cases, however, shouts from our Ts5noa paddlers 
brought the Palenoa canoes to a standstill, and upon finding that 
we were not members of the party of outlaws, the strangers proved 
quite willing to exchange their fish for some of our trinkets. 

The presence of these canoes showed that there were malokas on 
one or two of the various side-streams, but the first settlement 
situated anywhere near the main river lay some distance further 
downstream. Even this was well hidden in the woods, and it 
took us some time to find it. 

No sooner had we arrived at this maioka than all the younger 
inhabitants of the place, both male and female, bolted into the 
forest, leaving the older men and women to look after themselves. 
We made no attempt to follow the fugitives but made a point of 
being especially friendly to those who remained behind. This did 
not fail to make a suitable impression, and during the night a 
way must have been found to tell the runaways of our harmless- 
ness, as we discovered on awakening the next morning that they 
had all returned to the maioka. 

Now that all the members of this Palenoa settlement were re- 
assembled, we proceeded to examine their customs — and costumes 
— with some care. In most ways the members of this tribe bore 
a close resemblance to the Tsbnoas. The women enjoyed the same 
state of complete nakedness-even the natural covering provided 
by pubic hair being carefully removed. The men made use of the 
same adornments, such as a wooden button through the lower Up, 
a skewer through the nose, and feather-tufted bones through the 
ears. 

But in addition the males beautified themselves in a way which 
I had not observed elsewhere. On their legs they wore the same 
well-woven “ garters ” which I had hitherto seen only on the 
women, and around the muscles of their arms were bracelets made 
of rather pretty small black nuts strung together. Finally, on 
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some of them I noticed tight-fitting wrist-bands made of snake 
skins. My own Indians, Mandu, Kandi, and Kandi’s two sons, 
affected to despise most of the ornaments worn by the men of the 
Pira Parana, but 1 noticed that they were much struck by the 
snake-skin wrist-bands. One of Kandi’s sons, in fact, by carrying 
on a little negotiation on his own account, secured a pair of these 
wristlets for himself. 

I was interested to find that one of the young men in the mabka 
was not a Palenoa at all, but merely a visitor from the River 
Kananari, an important stream several days’ journey to the west. 
His “ dress ” and general appearance was similar to the Palenoas, 
but I soon discovered that his language bore no relation to the 
Betoya dialects, but waa eiKDtially Aruak in origin. 

A long-winded talk with this man (a talk attended by the 
greatest difficulty, owing to need of several intermediary inter- 
preters) convinced me that the River Kananari must mark the 
western boundary of Betoya influence. Only one of the tribes 
dwelling on its banks speaks Betoya dialect, the others* speak 
languages showing that they form a part of the great Aruak 
migration from the north and east. From the tales told by this 
Aruak visitor I gathered that still further to the west was a vast 
region controlled by tribes of Karib origin. 

The next day brought us to a second Palenoa settlement. Here, 
too, our arrival caused a good deal of alarm. This was somewhat 
surprising to me. On the Papuri, once we had made friends with 
one branch of any tribe, we found all other branches of the same 
tribe ready to receive us with more or less open arms. On the 
Pira Parana, methods of sending on advance information concern- 
ing the character of visitors did not seem to have been brought to 
the same perfection. The absence of the great signal drums from 
all the malokas we visited on this river may have had something to 
do with this. 

In spite of the fear which the Palenoas evidenced, my Tsonos 
paddlers insisted upon regarding them as very ferocious persons, 
and invariably tried to win their regard by making particularly 
long-winded and vociferous compliments at the time of ceremonial 
greetings. These greetings had been loud and long drawn out 
enough on the Papuri, but here they produced perfect pande- 
monium. Both the Tsonoas and the Palenoas shouted at the top 
of their limgs, although standing within a foot or two of one 
another. It seemed that the greater the noise the greater was the 
politeness. 
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My Indians £roin the Papuri took little part in this ceremonial 
greeting. The language and the etiquette in vogue in this part of 
the world, though related to their own, was sufficiently different 
to render them confused, so they contented themselves with acting 
as interested spectators. It was they, however, who were of most 
use when it came to considering the food question. They pointed 
out to me a number of fruit-bearing bushes growing near the 
mdoka. I had never seen anything exactly like them before but 
found that the little red fruit they bore was very similar in taste 
to a tomato. We poimced upon this fruit, not having eaten 
anything so closely resembling a fresh vegetable for many months 
past. 

We also secured a fair amount of freshly cooked fish at this 
settlement. I was interested to observe that, here as elsewhere 
amongst primitive peoples, the fish when boiled were pre- 
}mrccl by the women, but when roasted or grilled were prepared 
i)y the men. So hungry were we, however, that the supply of 
fresh fish could not entirely allay our appetites, and I was delighted 
when my Indians, nosing around the maioka, found a hidden store 
of smoked fish, possession of which we soon secured by bargaining. 

1, for my part, soon regretted this bargaining. Each of the 
smoked fish was of enormous size, representing types usually 
found only in the lower waters of the Amazon, so that as regards 
quantity we got more than our money’s worth. But the quality 
of our purchase was more dubious. Such large fish, I discovered, 
could only be secured during the dry season, and these specimens, 
we were told, had been caught during the preceding dry season, 
since which time nearly a year had elapsed. 

The tales which we heard regarding the antiquity of our fish 
were amply confirmed by their condition. The process of smoking 
had been so well carried out that there was no sign of putrefaction, 
but a sort of dry mould had eaten its way through the flesh. In 
addition we found that a number of maggots had embedded them- 
selves in all of our purchases, so that, on the whole, I covild not 
regard them as particularly appetizing. My Indians were not so 
squeamish. They calmly knocked the maggots out, roasted the 
fish once more so as to counteract the mould, and set to with zest. 

I noticed that the Palenoas were well acquainted with the 
preparation of the usual native stimulants, such as kashiri, coca, 
and kaapi. But in addition they possessed one delicacy which 
had not come to my attention before. This was snuff. The rank 
indigenous tobacco was pounded in a mortar to a fine powder. 
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To add to its e:tfectivene8s a small quantity of pepper was added. 
The method of taking this snuff was most ingenious. Two small 
hollow bones were cemented together by means of pitch, in such 
a way as to form a V-shaped instrument. The snuff was poured 
into the bottom of the V, then one end of the instrument was 
placed in the mouth, the other in one of the nostrils. Thereupon 
a short, sharp puff drove the snuff far up the nasal passage. 

At the third Palenoa settlement at which we stopped we found 
all the inhabitants huddled together in a small hut. This was 
obviously a makeshift arrangement. The tribesmen had aban- 
doned their old maloka and were busily engaged in building 
another one, using the hut as a residence only until the new 
edifice should have been completed. They had carefully levelled 
a large open space in front of their temporary home. On these 
were already placed a number of prepared tree-trunks which were 
to serve as pillars for their future residence. Three pairs of huge 
pillars, with connecting beams, were to act as the chief supports 
of the roof. To the right and left of these were a number of 
smaller pillars, also supplied with connecting beams, which were 
to act as subsidiary supports and also as boundary lines between 
the various family apartments. Needless to say, no nails of any 
sort were employed. The pillars and beams were lashed together 
by means of liana thongs. 

The supporting pillars had already been erected, and the men of 
the settlement were now busy weaving the palm-leaf thatch which 
was to constitute the roof. This was a long and tedious affair, 
and it was obvious that another month or two would elapse before 
the maloka would be ready for habitation, although it seemed 
probable that the community would move into its new quarters 
as soon as the roof was completed, without waiting for the front 
and back walls of the house to be added; this could be done 
later. 

While the men were busy preparing the new tribal residence, 
the women of the settlement had their hands full working on the 
fresh plantation, which had been established a short distance away. 
I made a point of following them to see how they went about 
their task. The initial work of clearing the forest had been 
accomplished two or three months previously, so that planting 
could be begun immediately. Planting meant, of course, the 
planting of mandioka. The charred remains of the burnt trees 
acted as a sort of fertilizer, but in order to render the earth even 
more fertile the women and girls gathered twigs from a certain 
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bush, and after burning them, scattered the ashes over the cleared 
ground. 

1 was interested to find that it was impossible to grow mandioka 
from seeds, o|r from portions of the old tubers replaced in the 
ground. The plant, I was told, would only grow from shoots or 
portions of the stalk, trimmed of leaves, thrust into the earth. 
Tliere was no need for any sort of ploughing. The ground was 
merely loosened by means of pointed sticks — wooden sticks with- 
out even a metal tip. These sticks were either straight, in which 
case they resembled a wooden sword, or else they were crooked, 
and resembled an adze. 

In spite of their preoccupation with molofca-building, I got the 
men to go with me on a shooting jaunt tlirough the forest, and 
with very successful results. Although inferior to the tribes on 
the Papuri as regards weaving, pottery, and general culture, the 
Tsdnoas, and more especially the Palenoas, were certainly past- 
masters of the arts of fishing and shooting. 

They were far superior in this respect to any of the tribes 1 had 
liilhcrto visited, although their weapons were essentially the same. 
1 noticed in this settlement for the lirst time that at ordinary 
limes the bows were kept vciy loosely strung, but that when the 
arrows were to be sent a greater distance, the arrow strings were 
repeatedly twisted, so as to shorten them, thereby increasing the 
tension and the power of the bow. 

The blowpipe.s, here as elsewhere, w'cre of two kinds. One was 
n simple piece of palm-wood through which a hole had been bored. 
The other consisted of two long pieces of wood with a groove 
down their centre, which had been carefully bound together so as 
to form a long thin cylinder. The latter, I was told, allowed for 
a more certain aim. But whereas on the Papuri the blowpipes had 
seemed to be largely maloka ornaments, on the Pira Parana they 
were obviously in daily use. 

Hiy interest in the blowpipes caused me to see a new aspect of 
native mentality. In many ways I had been struck by the seeming 
callousness of the Indians, but I was to find that they possessed 
a streak of warm affection, even for their animal pets. I was 
anxious to get a moving picture of the way in which the Palenoas 
manipulated their blowpipes, but it was impossible to take such a 
picture in the forest owing to the surrounding gloom, and as the 
wild birds of the jungle naturally refused to pose for us in the cleared 
space around the settlement, I arranged that one of the Indians 
should shoot at one of the pet parrots which I had found in the hut. 
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The Indian was well paid both for the bird and his services, and 
at first raised no objections to the proceedings, but as soon as he 
raised his blowpipe to aim he seemed overcome with compunctions, 
and eventually refused to injure the pet which he had so carefully 
reared. 

For the past several days we had been travelling very slowly, 
so that I was surprised that the fast-moving Colombians had not 
overtaken us, but when we were getting ready to leave this the 
last Palenoa settlement on the main river, we received news which 
accounted for their non-arrival. A man from one of the malokas 
we had previously visited suddenly appeared on the scene, and 
told us that the band of outlaws had met their death while trying 
to get their undermanned boats over the large cataract near which 
I had been attacked by the ants. 

It seemed that the boats were suddenly tom away from the 
banks by the force of the water, and driven straight into the centre 
of the seething rapids. This was a fine story, but as all the white 
men, and only one of the accompanying Indians were said to have 
been killed, I had a suspicion that the force of the waters might 
have had a little human assistance in bringing about the accident. 
The dread of the Colombians on the part of the Indians was 
sufficiently great to make them go to any lengths to get them 
out of the way. 

The news of the accident, though it did not upset me very much, 
caused a decided change in our programme. Up to this time all 
of my Tsonoa paddlers had stuck by me, fearing that if tliey 
returned to their homes they would be seized by the outlaws, but 
now that they were relieved of this fear they refused to accompany 
me any further, though they arranged for an equal number of 
Palenoas to take their places. 

I was not entirely averse to this change, as it seemed likely 
that the Palenoas would have a more intimate knowledge of the 
country through which we should be passing, but I was somewhat 
troubled by the thought of the language question. None of the 
tribes on the Pira Parana spoke the Lingua Geral, so that this 
very useful dialect could no longer serve as a medium of exchange, 
and we had been too short a time in this region for us to have 
mastered any of the current languages. 

Hitherto we had been greatly aided by the fact that the Tsonoa 
dialect, though radically different from Tukano in many ways, 
was yet sufficiently similar in othere, for Mandu, my Tukano chief, 
to make liimsclf understood. With the Palenoas, on the other 
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hand, direct communication was impossible, and 1 feared that we 
should have to rely entirely upon gestures when we wanted 
anything. 

Finally we persuaded one Tsonoa youth to go on with us, even 
though his companions insisted upon returning. Fortunately this 
youngster possessed something of a language faculty, for not only 
was he able to comprehend in a general way whatever was said to 
Jiitii in Tukano (my smattering of Tsonoa helped us out at crucial 
moments), but he also spoke Palenoa and several of the other 
Pira Parana dialects. 

In view of his potential usefulness, I eventually got this youngster 
to agree to join my party permanently, and not merely to go on 
with us for another two or three days. I was a little troubled what 
to call the new recruit. Because of his new status, it was necessary 
that he have some appellation, and as he refused to confide in me 
his native name, I eventually dubbed him Ambiguous. This 
nomenclature seemed to please him, and all my other Indians 
iimncnsely. 

The addition of Ambiguous meant that henceforward I had 
v\]lh me five Indians who had promised to see the journey tluough 
to tiie end. This was a great consolation to me, as I knew that at 
any moment it might prove impossible to secure any local 
assistance. 

For the time being, however, I felt that I need have no worry 
on this score, as eight Palenoas had volunteered to act as paddlers. 
With them to aid and guide us, we started off down the river once 
more. But not long afterwards wc came to a new series of cataracts 
which delayed our progress for another day and a half. 

This time the rocky walls encompassing the cataracts were so 
steep that we could not be content merely to push the boats over 
them. Each boat had carefully to be lowered by ropes from one 
level to another. In view of what had happened to the Colombians, 
1 was a little anxious lest the Palenoas should try some treacherous 
trick on us, but I soon discovered that they worked with the 
greatest goodwill in the world. 

Once, indeed, a loaded canoe got away from its crew, just after 
they had finished sliding it over a dangerous reef, but two of the 
Indians, at imminent peril of their lives, swam after it and suc- 
ceeded in rescuing both boat and cargo, just as the seething waters 
threatened to engulf everything. 

We were forced to spend two nights in the open forest, one 
above, the other underneath the cataracts. On the second occasion 
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we were once more subjected to a great deal of annoytmee owing 
to the presence of a troop of aavJba, or leaf>catting ants. We woke 
up about one o’clock in the morning to discover that our hammocks 
were full of these little creatures. Even our nets had afforded the 
white members of the party no protection, as the ants with their 
sharp mandibles had gnawed through these, as through all other 
obstacles on their path. 

We could kill thousands, but we knew that it was hopeless to 
fight against the millions which most of these ant troops number, 
so wc beat an invalorous retreat. Shaking off all the ants which 
had already attached themselves to us, we shifted our camp to a 
point two or three hundred yards away. But even this device 
proved useless, for in another half-hour the ant troop had caught 
up with us, and we were forced to take to our canoes and drift for 
the rest of the night in order to avoid them. 

The next day brought us to a maloka inhabited by members of 
the Eruria tribe. It was, in fact, the seat of the Overlord of all 
the Eruria settlements. The fact that all Eruria malokaa were 
subject to one overlord was of great interest to me. A similar 
state of affairs had existed amongst the Palenoas and the Tsonoas, 
but no such unity had existed amongst the tribes on the Papuri and 
the Uaupes. Even Kandi, powerful though he was, did not 
exercise control over the Waikano malokas on the main Uaupes 
River. The Tukanos, Desanos, and Tarianos were even less 
centralized than the Waikanos. 

Amongst these peoples, the so-called tribe was in no sense n 
political unit, it was merely a name given to persons speaking the 
same language, and professing a common ancestry on the male 
side. The political imit consisted essentially of the individual 
malokcLS, although it was the custom for a group of contiguous 
malokas to recognize in a general way the leadership of the most 
powerful chief of the district. 

The inhabitants of each maloka may be said to have constituted 
a sub-tribe. Each sub-tribe had a special name of its own, but I was 
surprised to find that all such names were kept as secret as were 
the names of individuals. A native was quite willing to say that 
he was an Eruria, or Palenoa, but he refused to divulge the true 
name of the subdivision of the Eruria or Palenoa tribe to which 
he belonged. 

The Overlord of the Erurias was a very interesting character, 
but the conversation which 1 attempted to have with him was 
somewhat marred by the fact that 1 was suffering a good deal from 
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a combination of neuralgia and toothache. I stuffed myself with 
all manner of pills, but for once the pills seemed to have no effect, 
and the pain grew steadily worse. 

Seeing my trouble, Kandi eventually came to me and suggested 
that I call in the local medicine man to see if he could give any 
relief. I was somewhat sceptical as to the powers of Indian witch 
doctors to cure toothache, but I decided to fall in with the sugges- 
tion. In any case such a treatment could do me no harm, and it 
would enable me to study more closely the methods which the 
native nredicine men employed. 

I found the local witch doctor quite willing to undertake the 
case. He seated me in the open space in front of the medoka, and 
then proceeded to pass his hands lightly over my face, neck, chest, 
and back. He was, he said, drawing out the poison secreted in 
my body. Every few minutes he went through the motions of 
blowing and shaking away the poison which he had supposedly 
extracted with his finger-tips. Finding that this method alone 
was not likely to prove effective, he began to suck at the affected 
area, being careful always to spit out the imaginary malignant 
substance which he had absorbed. Finally, by a clever sleight of 
bund, he pretended to draw out of my neck tlttee black thorns, 
which he said had caused the pain. I 'must admit that after his 
Ircatmcnt, both the neuralgia and the toothache eompletely 
disaj)])cared. 

The Indian medicine men arc no doubt charlatans in many 
respects, but many of them are certainly possessed of really re- 
markable powers. They appear to know a great deal more than 
most Europeans about massage, and they arc unquestionably 
acquainted with the nature and use of many strange herbs, 
drugs, and poisons. It is also highly probable that these men 
are more than superficially acquainted with the principles of 
hypnotism. 

In the course of our progress through the territory inhabited by 
the Erurias, we were destined to see a good deal more of the native 
wileh doctors and the work carried on by them, which is not 
always of a purely medical character. In the second Eruria 
tnaloka, I noticed that one of the family apartments was screened 
off with more than usual care. Matted screens between the various 
family compartments were far more common on the Pira Parana 
than on the Papuri or Eaupes — ^and incidentally it was not un- 
usual for the younger women to remain behind these screens upon 
our arrival at a new tnaloka instead of coming forward to greet us. 
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but the way in which this particular apartment was screened on 
every side attracted my especial attention. 

Remembering my former experiences, I thought at first that 
this artificial isolation might be due to vampire bats, but I soon 
discovered that it had an even more interesting cause. Four days 
previously a child had been bom to the couple inhabiting this 
apartment, and in accord with native customs, both the father 
and the mother were now undergoing a short period of rigid con- 
finement, during which time they were allowed to eat only beiju 
or mandioka pancakes, and pepper. The fact that the father was 
forced to share in this temporary imprisonment, a relic of the wide- 
spread primitive custom of couvade, was of particular interest. 

As among the Indians the ceremonial post-natal “ lying-in ” 
lasts only five days, the parents of the newly bom infant were to be 
freed from their imprisonment the following day, and I decided 
to stay on- at this settlement until this should have taken place. 
Early the next morning the local medicine man took charge of 
the whole mtUoka. Under his orders every piece of frimiture was 
removed from the tribal house and carried outside. Even our 
boxes were not permitted to remain indoors. 

Then the witch doctor, armed with a rattle, broke into the 
screened-off apartment, and held a long incantation, the words of 
which I unfortunately could not hear, but which was undoubtedly 
meant to banish all evil influence both from the infant, his parents, 
and from the whole maloka. Shortly afterwards the father and mother 
emerged from their “ prison,” carrying the child with them. They 
made straight for the nearby stream, and there proceeded to bathe 
themselves and their offspring at great length and with great care. 

Later in the day the furniture and fittings were brought back 
into the medoka, but it was only after a further long ceremonial 
incantation on the part of the medicine man that the parents of 
the child were allowed to eat ordinary food again. 

We were told that three days later a name-giving ceremony in 
honour of the baby would be held, but for this we could not wait. 
In the afternoon of the same day we continued on our journey 
downstream. 

We had been present at the mystery of birth. A day or two 
later, at another Eruria maloka, we narrowly escaped being present 
at another great mystery, the mystery of death. Only a short 
time prior to our arrival one of the prominent tribesmen had died, 
and we found that the funeral ceremonies had just been completed. 

I was sorry not to have seen these ceremonies, but with the aid 



THE MYSTERIES OF BIRTH AND DEATH 258 

of Ambiguous, I managed to get a lengthy account of what had 
taken place. Immediately upon the death of the man, the whole 
tribe, or rather sub-tribe, had broken into passionate wailing, a 
wailing indicating not only sorrow but also a desire for vengeance, 
for, according to Indian psychology, the death could not have 
taken place naturally, but was due to the malign influence, or 
secret poison, sent by some other tribe. 

The local medicine man had, indeed, taken part in this wailing, 
but he was also busy with other things, for it was his business to 
drive the ghost of the deceased from the maloka, and not allow it 
to remain and haunt the living members of the settlement. But 
he had to attend to the body as well as the soul of the departed. 
Under his orders, the arms and legs of the corpse were closely 
bound together, so as to be sure that the ghost could not by black 
magic cause the decaying frame to get up and walk about. 

Half of a large calabash was placed over the dead man’s face. 
This calabash was obviously a sort of mask, as holes were cut in it 
to represent the eyes, the nose, and the mouth. The body was 
then laid away in a coffin. This, as usual amongst other tribes, 
consisted of a dug-out canoe which had been sawn in two, one 
half being placed over the other. Unlike the ctistom in vogue 
amidst many primitive peoples, the body was stretched out at 
full length and not forced into a sitting position. As far as I 
could make out, the corpse had been placed face downwards, so 
that if after death it moved (note the curious Indian belief in 
possible post-mortem activity), it would burrow deeper into the 
earth, and not emerge from its grave. 

A number of the deceased’s most-prized possessions, such as 
his bow and arrows, and his bone and feather adornments, were 
placed in the coffin along with the corpse, but seemingly no 
attempt was made to supply the ghost with food and drink for its 
long journey to the spirit world. After all crevices had been 
carefully filled in with broken earthenware and bast, the coffin 
was lowered into a deep hole which had been dug in one corner 
of the maloka. Then amidst renewed wailing the hole was filled 
in, the earth being vigorously stamped upon to render it hard, 
and to make it level with the ground around it. 

As long as the body was above ground none of the men and 
women of the maloka were permitted to cat an 3 d:hing at all. All 
eatables were, in fact, thrown away, and the pots and pans care- 
fully cleaned. Death had rendered everything in the victual line 
unclean. Shortly after the burial had been completed, however. 
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the medicine man had delivered another long incantation, freeing 
the maloka of all evil, and fresh food could then be prepared. 

When we arrived on the scene, most of the ceremonial attendant 
upon the funeral had been completed. But the witch doctor had 
one last task before him. A part of the dead man’s possessions 
had been buried with him, but a number of other things remained 
above-ground, and these had to be parcelled out between his 
relatives. Before these could be touched, however, the medicine 
man had to exorcise them, and render them free from all possible 
contamination. This he proceeded to do with a great deal of 
gusto. While he was busy with this task, a number of the other 
tribesmen started wailing once more. But as far as I could make 
out, this wailing was largely of a ceremonial nature, and betokened 
no great depth of sorrow. This wailing, I knew from past experience, 
would be repeated at intervals for some time to come. 1 noticed 
incidentally that all the inhabitants of the maloka had streaked 
themselves with red karujuru paint in honour of the occasion. 

Later in the day I had a long conversation with the chief, 
through the usual long line of interpreters, and eventually managed 
to get a fair idea of the Indian beliefs concerning the future life. 
For a day or two after death, the spirit of the deceased was 
supposed to hover in or around the maloka, but before long it 
would find its way to the mountains far to the north. There it 
would abide with the other ghosts of the tribe for all eternity. 

My Indian friend knew nothing of either heaven or hell. There 
was little or no distinction in the after-life of the good and the 
wicked. A man’s position in the spirit world was much the same 
as in this. The dead dwelt in great but invisible malokas, hidden 
amongst the hills. Their mode of existence went on more or less 
unaltered. A great chief in this life was a great chief in the other 
world. An insignificant tribesman remained insignificant even 
after he had passed through the portals of death. 

Occasionally the spirits even of living men went to visit the 
malokas of the departed. Such an event could take place only 
during sleep, or while a man was in a trance state brought on by 
imbibing kaapi. In either case the soul was temporarily released 
from its body, and able to wander abroad. At other times the 
spirits of the; departed came back to their old homes. But this 
was something much to be dreaded. The spirits of medicine men 
were particularly prone to return to the world of the living. In 
such cases they either hovered in the air around the maloka or 
else prowled through the forests in the shape of jaguars. 
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DA SILVA MAKES THE SUPBEME SACBIFICE 

S HORTLY after entering the Eruria territory, our Falenoa 
paddlers left us, but as an equal number of Enuias took 
itheir places, we had for some time no difficulty in continu- 
ing our journey. Trouble arose, however, when we at last 
came to the southern limits of the Eruria domain. 

The next stage of our journey would take us, we were told, 
through a territory inhabited by two small but notoriously hostile 
tribes, known respectively as the Bees and the Wasps. It appeared 
that for some time past the Erurias had had trouble with these 
tribes, and that there was more than one blood feud waiting to 
be settled. 

For this reason the Eruria members of my crew showed a great 
deal of hesitation about accompanying us any further, but by 
playing upon their bravado and their cupidity, I eventually 
succeeded in overcoming their qualms, and we set out on our 
journey once more. 

The actual boundary line of Eruria influence was marked by 
another cataract, but this was of no great size, and we experienced 
no great difficulty in passing our canoes over it. The landscape 
underneath this cataract was of a rather peculiar type. The 
country appeared to be absolutely flat and level, and resembled 
a large even terrace. Lakes opened out from the river on either 
i>ide, and even the main stream broadened out, and did not seem 
urged on its course by any strong ciurent. 

We saw a large number of wild fowl. Most of these we left 
unmolested, but we could not resist the temptation to shoot two 
liuoks which flew only a few yards directly over our heads. These 
ducks furnished us with an excellent midday meal, but we found 
that the noise of our shots was destined to bring us a good deal of 
trouble. 

These shots were heard for miles around and gave warning of 
our approach. They certainly must have frightened the Indians 
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into whose territory we were coming, for shortly afterwards we 
saw in a little back stream a canoe which had obviously just bceu 
deserted. Its occupants had fled into the forest in such haste that 
they had left all their paraphernalia behind them. 

This, moreover, was only the beginning of things. About an 
hour later as we rounded a bend in the river, we suddenly cauglit 
sight of three other canoes, but this time loaded with men. The 
occupants of these boats appeared to hesitate for a moment 
whether to await our coming or not. I shouted out to them what 
was meant to be a message of friendship and encouragement, but 
the strangers must have disapproved of the musical quality of 
my voice, for they immediately turned their boats around and 
fled downstream. 

It is possible that these Indians took us for the Colombians, 
the terror of whose name had spread far and wide. This in itself 
would have accounted for their flight, but it is equally possible 
that fear of the Erurias had something to do with the matter, for 
when my Eruria paddlers yelled to the fugitives to stop, the latter 
merely increased their speed in paddling away. 

As I was very anxious to establish friendly contact with these 
natives, with a view to obtaining information concerning the 
nature of the country further downstream, I ordered my little 
fleet to set out in pursuit. My paddlers obviously enjoyed the 
situation immensely. They set to work with terrific energy, and 
our canoes were soon skimming through the water at a really 
remarkable rate. Bit by bit we began to overtake the other 
canoes, and I hoped that before long we should be up with 
them. 

The fugitives, however, must have taken our pursuit as an act 
of war. Seeing that we must eventually catch up with them, 
they suddenly ran their canoes into the nearest bank, and then 
bolted into the jungle. Not to be outwitted in this way, we also 
beached our boats and attempted to follow them. But the nm- 
aways were now thoroughly alarmed, and before long we were 
met by a volley of arrows. Fortunately no one was hit, but I 
did not wish to expose either myself or my men to any further 
danger, so I ordered my men back to the canoes, and we continued 
on our way without any further attempt at pursuit. 

By this time I was somewhat alarmed at the prospect before 
us. Continued hostility on the part of the natives meant the 
frustration of all my hopes and plans. Consequently the next 
day I determined to try once more to establish friendly relations 
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with one of the nearby settlements. There were no malokas on or 
near the main stream. But there were two tributaries of some 
importance in this region. One came from the west, and had its 
head waters, we were told, near the Kananari River. The other 
flowed from the cast, and was connected with the Tiki^. On the 
banks of both tributaries malokas were known to exist, 

1 decided to try my luck on the 'eastern tributary, but on this 
occasion I thought it better to go only with da Silva and my 
Papuri Indians. The Erurias, and the remaining white members 
of my party, I left on the main stream. Only an hour or so after 
starting up the tributary we came in sight of a settlement. Con- 
trary to usual custom, the maloka was near the water’s edge. Its 
inhabitants must have seen us approach, for upon our arri\’al we 
found the place deserted. 

After vainly searching the house for some sign of life, we re- 
nsscinbled in the cleared space in front of the maloka. Suddenly 
another shower of arrows descended around us, sent from various 
liidik n spots in the surrounding forest. This time we were forced 
to retaliate with our rifles, as the continued proximity of the 
enemy was likely to prove dangerous. Our .shots must have told, 
for before long the arrows ceased. It was obvious that the Indians 
had retreated. 

We saw, however, that it was useless to continue our journey 
up the tributary any further, so we returned to the main stream, 
.Slid soon thereafter rejoined the members of the jmrty who had 
been left behind. Wc could no longer hofie to establish friendly 
relations with any of the nearby settlements. There was nothing 
to do but to continue our journey downstream until we came to 
a region inhabited by less hostile tribes. 

With this end in view we increased the speed of our rate of 
travel, and steadily put mile after mile behind us. The next 
afternoon we came to the end of the terrace-like land formation. 
The river was forced to make a sharp descent, through a series of 
rapids. As these were rapids and not waterfalls, we decided to 
race through them in our canoes without taking the trouble to 
unload and portage. 

All my native paddicrs and pilots were, however, careful in 
choosing their course through these rapids. They kept the boats 
m the quieter waters on either side of the main stream, and pain- 
fully avoided the seething torrents which characterized the middle 
of the river. Pequeneno, on the other hand, was not satisfied 
with tliis slow but sure method of progress. He and Joaquim 
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occupied a small canoe to themselves. On this occasion Pequeneno 
acted as pilot, the cook being relegated to the post of paddler. 
Taking advantage of his command of the vessel, the youngster 
decided to forge ahead of the other boats by keeping to the swiftest 
part of the current. 

It was another case of a fool rushing in where angels feared to 
tread. The Indians were aghast at Pequeneno’s bravado and 
shouted to him to return to safety. But it was already too late. 
The full force of the current caught hold of the little craft and 
hurtled it downstream. Piloting was out of the question ; the 
foaming waters were free to execute their pleasure. Twice the 
canoe turned completely around, and we expected any moment 
to see it upset and sink, but in the end Fate decided to smile 
kindly upon idiocy. The boat shot through the last rapid almost 
without scathe, though it was some time before its two occupants 
recovered from their terror. 

On some large, bare rocks in the middle of the river, not far 
below the rapids, we saw a number of Indian “ inscriptions.” 
Several times previously we had seen similar rock-carvings, but 
never any executed on so elaborate a scale. Many of the figures 
were purely conventional, circles within circles being the favourite 
design, but others were definitely pictorial. Representations of 
men and fish were particularly noticeable. Some of these were 
not at all badly done. Rock engravings of this sort are amongst 
the most characteristic and interesting expressions of Indian art. 
As they are made by rubbing stone blades against the smooth 
rock surface, the execution of each picture requires a great deal 
of time and patience. 

An hour after leaving the inscribed rocks behind us, we came 
in sight of a small island in the middle of the stream. Towards 
this we headed our boats, thinking that it would be an excellent 
place on which to spend the night. We had no difficulty in reach- 
ing our objective, but were astounded to find perched on the 
lower end of the island a small hut, crowded with people. In view of 
our recent experiences, I was at first somewhat frightened by this 
sudden encounter, and at once reached forward to seize my rifle, 
I soon discovered, however, that there was no need for anxiety. 

We had, in fact, reached a settlement inhabited by people whom 
we could almost regard as old, even though indirect, acquaintances. 
They, too, were but visitors to the Pira Parana, having come from 
the upper waters of the TikiA n region well known to my Papuri 
Indians. The men were all members of the Tuyuka tribe, but 
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the wives of two of them were Tukanos, and were well acquainted 
with the name and standing of Mandu, my Tukano companion. 

I was much amused by one incident indicative of the fact that 
the people to whom we had just come belonged to the Uaupes 
type of culture. All of the women were possessed of skirts. But 
being on holiday they had discarded these adornments, and at 
the time of our arrival we found that the chief, by way of a joke, 
had tied around his body all the skirts which the community 
possessed. He appeared greatly mortified at beiikg discovered in 
tills masquerade ; and before any formal greetings could be 
exchanged he had to take off his many layers of female attire, and 
give each back to its rightful owner. 

In spite of this delay, it was not long before we found ourselves 
on a very friendly footing with the strangers. From them we 
secured a good deal of information concerning the surrounding 
country. Not far away from the island was the mouth of another 
iributary, the head waters of which also communicated with the 
Tiki6. Down this the Tuyukas and their wives had come for a 
lengthy angling expedition in the waters of the Pira Parana, 
reputed to be much richer in fish than the streams nearer their 
lioine. 

I was interested to find that my informants had tales to tell 
coueeming the great German explorer and ethnologist, Koch- 
tlriinberg. Many years previously he had visited the tribes on 
the Tiki6 River and had eventually crossed over to the Pira 
Parana by following the same small tributary down which these 
fisher-folk had recently come. He had always been a warm friend 
of the Indians, and tlie Tuyukas iiad many pleasant things to say 
of him. They seemed genuinely grieved when I told them of his 
death. The friendly reception accorded my little party was 
largely due, I think, to the favourable impression made by my 
distinguished predecessor. I could only wish that he had had time 
to visit the Bee and Wasp tribes. 

The Tuyuka hut, obviously a makeshift arrangement, was far 
too small to contain the members of my party, so we slung our 
hammocks between the forest trees once more. It was, however, 
some time before we got to sleep. My Papuri Indians, stimulated 
by their conversation with the Tuyukas, continued to babble 
amongst themselves and with me until far into the night. Kandi, 
I remember, was anxious to know if I would ever retinm to the 
Waikano domain. He and his sons tried to tempt me to come 
and live amongst them, saying that they would build for me a 
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great nudoka, greater than all the other malokas on the river. 
Simple, kindly souls, they were. Whenever I hear tales of Indian 
treachery and worthlessness, I cannot but think of the long, loyal, 
painstaking service these men rendered me. 

Early the next morning we set off again. Two of the Tuyukas 
came with us in the capacity of guides. With these men to aid us 
in choosing a course we made rapid progress. In the morning we 
had to portage the canoes and their cargo through the jungle in 
order to avoid a waterfall, but otherwise the day passed off without 
incident until late in the afternoon. Then we again found our- 
selves confronted with a series of rapids. We raced our boats 
through the first rapid, but before attempting the second, a more 
dangerous-looking affair, we held a council of war. Some of the 
Indians advised against making the direct passage, but it seemed to 
me that we should be able by careful steering to get through 
safely. 

I was, however, unwilling to expose the other members of my 
party to the ri.sk involved until I had myself .shown that the ta.sk 
was possible. Ordering the other canoes to keep back for the 
moment, I set out with my boat, accompanied only by Kandi. 
We experienced a very hectic moment. For a hundred yards, 
rocky cliffs compressed the river channel to a narrow gorge. 
Through this the water angrily forced its way, venting its indigna- 
tion by sending up high waves and spray. Through this gorge we 
shot at lightning speed, but though covered with spray, we 
eventually emerged safely at the other end. 

Seeing the success which had attended our effort, a second canoe 
containing Mannling and two Indians set out to make the passage. 
This, too, emerged safely from the ordeal, as did three further 
canoes, manned only by natives. Thinking that there was now 
nothing further to be feared, I started paddling downstream again, 
but soon a shout told me that something untoward had befallen 
the last boat to run the gauntlet. This was in charge of my 
staunch Brazilian follower, Manuel da Silva. I knew that his 
pilotship was apt to be far more reliable than my own. Conse- 
quently I had placed in his canoe the most valuable cargo. This 
included the greater part of the cinema film, a large number of 
my most precious zoological and ethnological specimens, and my 
papers. 

The boat must have been overloaded, for when, half-way 
through the gorge, a wave struck it, water began to pour in on either 
side. We could see da Silva and his companion make frantic 
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efforts to bale out the incoming water, but it soon became obvious 
that their efforts to save the canoe were doomed to failure. The 
little craft sank lower and lower, and before long another wave 
washed the boxes overboard. One or two of them immediately 
sank, but the others continued to bob along on the surface of the 
waves. Da Silva’s native companion, Kandi’s elder son, jumped 
into the water after them. 

1 was too far downstream to be of any assistance, but the 
occupants of the other canoes immediately turned around and, at 
the peril of their own lives, rushed to rescue da Silva from his 
plight. He, however, brave man that he was, thought more of 
his trust than of himself, and shouted to his would-be rescuers to 
look after the boxes, adding that he could and would take care of 
himself. Unfortunately the men automatically obeyed his orders. 
The floating boxes were caught and towed in to the bank. Kandi’s 
son was also saved, but da Silva was doomed to pay for his loyalty 
%Mth his life. 

He tried too late to free himself from the clutches of the current 
which bore him gradually to the very middle of the torrent. By 
this time Mannling and I had our boats turned around and were 
rapidly approaching the spot where w^e could see da Silva being 
tossed about upon the waves. B’or a moment we thought we 
could save him : Mannling had his hand stretched out to clasp 
the drowning man’s arm. Just at this moment, however, da Silva 
was caught in the clutches of a huge whirlpool. He seemed to 
realize that this meant that there was no further hope for him. 
He raised one hand as if in despairing resignation, gave one shout 
of farewell — and then was sucked down by the irresistible force 
of the churning water. 

It was the last we ever saw of him. I tried to probe the depths 
with the long blowpipe I carried in my canoe, but this was 
wrenched out of my hand by the whirlpool and failed to reappear. 
For three days we stayed at or near the spot where the tragedy 
had taken place, trying to recover, at least, the body. I and half 
the Indians camped just below the rapids, while Mannling 
and the remaining members of the party established themselves 
a mile further downstream, in order to be sure that nothing should 
float past us unnoticed. Eventually the canoe in which poor 
da Silva had gone down was found, but for the body itself we 
watched in vain. 

Three days we spent, filled with thoughts of regret and despair. 
When at last it became evident that further search was useless, 
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my Indians broke out into a long ceremonious wailing expressing 
deep wordless sorrow. Such a wailing is custonuuy whenever a 
great and well-beloved chief dies, but as far as 1 know it had 
never before been used to mark the passing of a white man. It 
was a signal mark of esteem on the part of the Indians for a man 
who, though a member of an alien and hated race, had lived and 
died in accordance with their highest standards of honour. Hour 
after hour the sounds of the wailing echoed and re-echoed with an 
eerie note through the vast primeval jungle. 

The white members of my party did not, of course, join in the 
elaborate chant, but their sense of sorrow was equally deep. Da 
Silva was a true knight-errant of the jungle, and in spite of many 
foibles, had been faithful even unto death. The death of such a 
man could not but be a deep blow to all of us. I, for my part, 
felt more than ever steeled to carry the journey through to a 
successful conclusion. Da Silva had sacrificed his life in order 
that the fruits of our work should not be destroyed. It was my 
duty to see that this sacrifice had not been made in vain. 
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I ENCOURAGED my men as well as I could, therefore, and 
then gave orders to continue the journey. I soon found 
that, by a sort of tragic irony, the cataract which had been 
the cause of the tragedy was one of the last through which 
we had to go. For two days we paddled along in troubled waters 
and then, shortly before reaching the mouth of the Pira Parana, 
came to a group of settlements inhabited by the Bugpu-magsa, or 
Blowpipe Indians. Here our Eruria paddlers and Tuyuka guides 
left us in order to return to their respective homes, and we were 
forced once more to stand on our own feet. 

We did our best to ingratiate ourselves with the Bugpu-magsa, 
hut we found t his a difficult task. There was no active hostility, 
hut every one was markedly cold and reserved. For once even 
my animal pictures failed to awaken any enthusiasm, and we were 
made to feel that we were unwelcome guests. This was in great 
contrast to the friendliness which nearly all the other tribes 
had evinced after we had shown that we harboured no evil 
intentions. 

I was particularly worried by the fact that my pistol disappeared 
while we stayed at this place, as I thought it might be used against 
us, but the thief evidently thought it better not to practice with 
his trophy until we were safely away. This, incidentally, was the 
only, time that we lost anythii^ through petty larcency. Every- 
w'here else the Indians had showed themselves scrupulously honest, 
in spite of the fact that temptation had frequently been thrown 
in their way by our neglect to lock or even shut our boxes. 

Our attempts at friendly intercourse were again handicapped 
by the language question. Even Ambiguous could make nothing 
of the Bugpu-magsa dialect, so we were forced to rely largely upon 
gestures. It was obvious, however, from the few words I picked 
up that the language of this tribe was of Betoya origin, and 
certainly as regards both appearance and culture, the tribesmen 
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were markedly similar to the other Pira Parana groups amongst 
whom we had stayed. 

One boy from a neighbouring maloka was an exception to this 
rule. He was of so light a colour, and of such a semi-European 
cast of countenance, that I thought at first he must be the half- 
breed son of some Colombian pioneer, but I at last found that he 
was a specimen of the light Pogsa type, having been captured 
from his wild roaring brethren several years previously. I was 
interested to find that the practice of enslaving the Pogsa seemed 
as common in this region as on the Papuri. 

In spite of the general ill-will shown us, we had no diffieulty in 
securing beiju and other food supplies. I also procured a couple of 
tame parrots, and several specimens of local craftsmanship. For 
these 1 paid very lavish prices, hoping by a display of our generosity 
to get the necessary number of paddlers to work for us. But on 
this point I was doomed to disappointment. 

Fiveryone evinced a strong dislike of venturing beyond the Pira 
Parana into the waters of the Apaporis. The men at the maloka 
in which we were stopping refused even to listen to the proposition. 
Four t>r live members of nearby settlements after much persuasion 
eventually agreed to come, but when the day of departure came 
they failed to show up. I felt in a desperate position. 1 dreaded 
embarking on the long journey through unknown territory without 
a guide, and in any case, without local assistance, we scarcely had 
sufficient men to propel the boats. 

It seemed, however, that there was nothing to do but to go on 
alone. With sinking hearts we loaded our craft. Just as wc were 
pushing off, however, a small canoe hove in sight, and we waited 
to see what this might token. A few minutes later the canoe pulled 
alongside, and we found that it contained only an old, doddering 
man and the Pogsa boy whom I had seen a day or two previously. 
The courage of the promised paddlers had failed them at the last 
moment, and they had sent these two persons along as substitutes. 

They were not very promising substitutes, but were better than 
no one at all, so we took them on board, and without further 
delay got under way. An hour or two later, they suddenly ran 
their boat alongside the bunk and disappeared into the forest. It 
seemed like arrant desertion, but upon following them, I found 
that they had merely gone to collect a load of delicious palm- 
grapes from a deserted plantation. Before long they returned, 
and after they had given us a generous portion of the fruit, we 
set off downstream again. 
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That same afternoon we emei^ed from the Pira Parana and 
iKfjan to paddle down the main stream of the Apaporis River. 
The Apaporis was, of course, much larger than the Pira Parana, 
and unlike the dark hues of the latter, its water had an iridescent 
piecn colour, of great charm. The Apaporis was certainly a 
beiiuliful river, perhaps the most beautiful in the Amazon Basin, 
bill to us it seemed the river of death and of desolation. 

Mile after mile we put behind us, and nowhere was there any 
sign of life. Occasionally our aged guide would point out the site 
of some former human habitation, but these sites had long been 
deserted, and were covered with the second growth of jungle. It 
i. on the Apaporis that innumerable battles have been fought 
he tween Colombians and Indians. Both have won Pyrrhic 
\ielories. The Colombians long sought to exploit this river, and 
in their usual way wiped out innumerable Indian settlements. 
TIk Indians retaliated by wiping out the Columbians, but most 
of tl«‘m died in achieving this object, and the rest have scattered 
to points far away in the jungle. 

'I he silence, the desolation, \rerc signs that we w’ere gradually 
getting back to “civilization” again. What a difference there 
was between this stage of our journey and our progress through 
the heart of the untouched Indian domain. No longer were there 
friendly malokas at which we could rest at noon and in the evening. 
No longer were there pageants in honour of our coming. For 
hundreds of miles there was nothing but an echo from the empty 
jungle in answer to our calls. 

No longer could we take life easily. In the absence of sufficient 
paddlers, every man had to do the work of two. The white 
members of my party formed no exception to this rule. Even 
Miinnling and I were forced by circumstances to paddle as long 
and as hard as anyone else. We found this task particularly 
difficult owing to the necessity of keeping stroke with the 
Indians. The natives could only work effectively when they were 
prrmilted to paddle in their own fashion. They could never learn 
b> give a long deep slow stroke. All their strokes were short and 
<|uick, with the blade of their paddle scarcely submerged beneath 
the water, but they seemed able to keep up these strokes for hours 
«n end without tiring. Even so, all of us were exhausted each 
night as the result of our long-continued activity. 

I could no longer devote any time to reading or to Avriting, 
*•0 to relieve the monotony of the journey each day I engaged 
hi lengthy conversations with my Indians. On most occasions 
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Ambiguoiis shared my canoe, and I found my dialogues with him 
particularly entertaining. Mandu and Kandi were careful nevet 
to mention any question of payment for their services. They were 
seemingly content to receive anjrthing I might see fit to give them, 
but Ambiguous spent a good part of his time dreaming about the 
treasure he was earning by his daily laboiu*. 

He was particularly anxious to secure a cap and a jack-knife, 
but confided in me the secret that he also wanted some women’s 
trinkets. Hitherto, it seems, he had been something of a wall- 
flower. None of the Indian ladies had encouraged his advances. 
But he felt sure that with the wealth he was now earning, and 
with the prestige of his travels, he would have no difficulty in land- 
ing even a chiefs daughter upon his return to his native territory. 

He was incorrigibly optimistic on this point. I assured him 
that my wealth of fish-hooks, beads, and looking-glasses, and iny 
travels in diverse lands had never helped me one whit in capturini; 
a bride, but he refused to be convinced that I was telling tht 
truth — and, alas 1 it was the truth. 

It was while conversing with Ambiguous that I knocked my 
pipe overboard. This was indeed a tragic loss, both to Mannling 
and myself, as wc had been sharing this, the last remaining pipe, 
for some time past. Urged on by our craving for a smoke, wt 
succeeded, however, in constructing two makeshift substitutes. 
We bored holes in the shells of two small palm-nuts, and then 
inserted in the holes two narrow hollow reeds. The reeds did not 
fit very well into the holes, but we got over this difficulty by 
cementing the nuts and the reeds with pitch. Every time wt 
smoked the pitch melted, and had constantly to be shoved back 
into place, but so small a matter could not detract from the 
pleasure of being able to smoke at all. 

Fortunately our supply of tobacco held out, but we soon dis- 
covered that we were not so lucky as regards food. All of our 
tinned possessions had long since been consumed, and the supply 
of victuals we had secured from the Bugpu-magsa lasted us only 
a few days. Before long we had to rely entirely upon the surround- 
ing country for means to keep body and soul together, and the 
surrounding country went back on us. The entire absence of 
native settlements meant that it was impossible to obtain mandioka 
or any of it.s preparations, and all of the wild fruits we came upon 
were poisonous. Fish and game were the only possible food 
sources, and for several days we found ourselves in a region where 
even these could not be obtained. 
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For hours at a time we cast oiur lines into the river, with not a 
single bite to reward us for our patience. Frightened by this, I 
sent Mannling and my Indian chiefs into the jungle, in order to 
scour for game, but they returned without firing a single shot. 
Before long this state of affairs became positively alarming. We 
\u‘re reduced to famine -rations, and as a result were so weakened 
tliat it became difficult to go on with the strenuous work of 
puddling. Each day our journeys became shorter and shorter, as 
onr strength ebbed away, and at last we could only stimulate 
ourselves to further activity by copious draughts of strong tea. 

Wc became desperate. We seemed so near the successful 
rulniination of our journey, and yet doubted if w'e should be able 
to win through. Only a few hundred miles ahead of us lay an 
outpost of the Brazilian Goveniment, but it appeared that starva- 
tion would overtake us before wc could reach it. 

But the jungle is an erratic foster-mother. At times she refuses 
to provide anything, at other times she bestows gifts in abundance. 
We no longer dared risk delay by stopping to fish, but from time 
to time one of us would cast our hook and line in the shallow 
water near the banks as we paddled downstream, on the off chance 
of catching something. Just as we were beginning to lose all hope 
wc came to a stretch of the river where everything was to be had 
for the asking. Suddenly there was a bite, a second, and a third. 
Encouraged by this we ceased our paddling, and began to angle 
in earnest, and in the course of an hour or two caught two hundred 
and thirteen fish. It appeared like a miracle specially arranged 
by Providence on our behalf. 

We made up for our recent abstinence by consuming a great 
portion of our catch. 1 was astounded to see what an enormous 
number of fish the Indians were able to stow away inside of them. 
Even so, many were left over. These we cured by smoking, so 
that we might be certain of having something to eat for the next 
two or three days. 

We found, however, that this precaution was scarcely necessary. 
Not only did fish remain plentiful, but we also managed to secure 
more than a fair quantity of game. In one day we bagged three 
monkeys, two inambus, or wild fowl, and, best of all, a peccari, or 
South American wild boar. The capture of the last trophy was 
attended by no little excitement. It was Mandu who monopolized 
the honours on this occasion. While wandering alone in the 
jungle, far away from the rest of the party, he saw a troop of wild 
boars, and shot in their midst. 
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One of the beasts was mortally injured, but the others, instead 
of nmning away, turned and charged the hunter, and poor Mandi 
had to run for dear life in order to escape. It was only tdter th( 
infuriated animals had given up the chase that he was able ti 
return and secure his booty. 

A day later we came to a point on the southern bank of th 
river, where, to our astonishment, we saw a broad path leading 
far into the forest. Never before in the jungle had 1 seen so well 
blazed a trail, and I wondered what its existence could mean. 
Our aged guide started off on this path without vouchsafing any 
explanation, and we all meekly followed him. For an hour 
we marched through the forest, and tlien suddenly found our- 
selves on the banks of another large river. The path had evidently 
been constructed to allow for the transportation of boats from 
one river-system to another. I soon found that the river to which 
we had come could be no other than the Miriti, an important 
stream which is known to run parallel to the Apaporis for many 
hundreds of miles, although none of the existing maps show the 
close contiguity of the two rivers at this point. 

Not far away from the banks of the Miriti, though carefully 
hidden amongst the trees, we came upon a large hut filled with 
men. It was the first human habitation we had seen since leaving 
the Pira Parana. I was somewhat surprised to notice that there 
were no women present. My curiosity was aroused by this fact, 
and 1 soon discovered that the hut was in no sense a maloka or 
settlement but a sort of “ shooting-box,” erected by some of the 
males of the Bugpu-magsa tribes, who had been attracted to this 
spot by the abundance of game in the smrounding district. 

The real home of these men was also on the Pira Parana, but 1 
found them much more courteous and affable than their cousinf. 
whom we had visited some ten days previously. They allowed roe 
to join them on a shooting foray, and willingly shared with my 
party the game secured on this occasion. They possessed neithci 
shot-gun nor rifle, but showed more than usual ability in the use 
of bows and blowpipes. I got them to shoot one of my parrots ir 
the open, and in this way secured my long-coveted picture ol 
Indian methods of hunting. 

I had long been puzzled by the fact that the natives were able 
to eat with perfect impunity the flesh of animals shot with 
poisoned darts and arrows. No attempt was made to cauterize 
the meat, or to remove the poisonous substance which had entered 
into it, and yet it was clear that the consumption of this seemingly 
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tainted flesh had no deleterious effect. It was at this hut that I 
got an understanding of the reason for this curious phenonemon. 
Seeing my hesitation at eating a piece of flesh which had obviously 
been pierced by a poisoned arrow, one of the natives sought to 
overcome my fears by picking up with his fingers a small portion 
of his stock of curari poison, rolling it into a ball, and swallowing 
it. I'rom this action it was clear that the poison used on the darts 
and arrows, like many kinds of snake venom, was injurious only 
if it entered directly into the blood by means of a wound, and 
tlial it could pass through the stomach without causing any harm. 

This fact was so interesting to me that I next inquired about the 
two substances with which I had seen fish poisoned. In this case 
the (ish had died, or had at least been stupefied, not by a wound 
I Hit by swallowing the bait prepared for them. The Indians 
readily embarked upon a long explanation of this matter, but 
unfortunately I could not understand one word of what they said. 

1 was delighted to find that the hunters, among whom we 
had so unexpectedly eonje, were not only hospitable, but that 
some of them were also willing to accompany us a portion of the 
way on our journey downstream. With this welcome addition 
to our party, we returned without further delay to the Apaporis, 
niul embarked once more on our canoes. 

The next stage of our journey was very agreeable. For many 
days there were, to be sure, no native settlements at which we 
could stop, but the extra paddlers meant that we no longer had 
to ('xhaust ourselves in order to keep our boats under way, and 
most important of all, we found the river so full of fish that we 
had no worry in regard to food. 

The presence of fish was not always an unmixed blessing. On 
one occasion, when our day’s journey had come to an end, we 
jumped into the river and splashed about for several minutes. In 
the absence of anything better to do, I got out a hook and line 
as soon as our swim was over, although I feared that the noise 
we had made must have frightened all the fish away. 

To my surprise, almost immediately afterwards I made a catch, 
and this was followed by several others. I was horrified, however, 
lo find that all these fish were piranhas armed with savage little 
teeth. I had not seen any members of this species for several 
months, and had almost forgotten that such things existed. It 
was obvious that they must have been near while we were in the 
water, and I felt profoundly thankful that they had not seen fit 
to tear us to pieces. 
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The fact that we had not been attacked added confirmation to 
a story told me by the Indians, to the effect that the piranhas 
are only aroused to action by the smell of blood. Had any of us 
had an open wound, however small, the bloodthirsty little fish 
would immediately have gone for us, but our whole skins had 
saved us our limbs and possibly our lives. Even so, I thought it 
better to give up the pleasures of swimming until we could get 
into safer waters. 

It was about this time that I began to be troubled by the return 
of my toothache. For the most part the pain was quite bearable, 
but every time I placed anything warm inside of my mouth, the 
aching molar felt itself aggrieved, and forced me to jump about 
in agony. There was no medicine man whom I could call in to 
render assistance, so there was nothing to do except to alter iny 
method of eating and drinking. Both my fish and my tea had to 
be left standing until they were perfectly cold, and consequently 
perfectly nasty. It was rather trying for me after a hard day’s 
work when I felt almost famished to be forced to sit still and watcii 
the others devouring their evening meal. Like a small boy being 
punished for some naughtiness, I had to wait for my meals until 
long after the others had finished eating. 

Occasionally in the course of our journey we passed over a sinul’ 
rapid, or over a stretch of river troubled by concealed rocks, but 
for the most part the stream placed no serious obstacle in our 
path. It was against the sun rather than against the river that 
we had to guard ourselves. As long as the rainy season persislecl, 
the sky was generally so overclouded that we scarcely noticed the 
sun, but the further downstream we went the more evident was 
it that the dry season had at last set in, and with the coming of 
the dry season we were exposed for hours on end to the full force 
of the solar rays. 

Fortimately we were able to substantiate the theory that sun- 
stroke never occurs in the Amazon Basin, for, though we were now 
without hats (all of our head-coverings had long since worn to 
pieces), we were never troubled even by headaches. But it was 
obvious from the sunburned skins of the white members of my 
party that the sun had not lost its potency. Mannling insisted 
upon going without a shirt, and was soon burned as brown as any 
Indian, and even I began to wonder whether I could any longci 
claim to be a “ white ” man. 

Whenever the heat became imbearable, we would run our boats 
alongside the bank and seek shelter under the trees. In the shadf 
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it never became unduly hot. I kept a careful register of the 
temperature, and found that away from the sun’s rays the thermo* 
meter never registered more than 100 degrees Fahrenheit. (97 
was the highest normal maximum). At night the temperature 
varied between 76 and 72. Only once, and that was after a 
rainstorm, did the mercury sink to 64. Even at 76, however, we 
found it necessary to make use of our blankets at night-time. 
The Indians, not having blankets, never failed to keep their 
hammock fires going from dusk imtil dawn. 

Several days after leaving the path to the Miriti behind us (the 
diary containing notes on this portion of the journey has been 
lost, and I cannot remember the exact lapse of time) we again 
came to an inhabited part of the river. Most of the natives of 
this region, after their fight with the Colombians, had fled far 
into tlic recesses of the jungle, and had never returned, but at 
two jilaees wc discovered that groups of Yahuna Indians had re- 
iisscmliled and were trying to rebuild settlements which had long 
previously been destroyed. 

Our sudden arrival put terror into their souls. Seizing their 
liammoeks they rushed aw'ay into the forest as soon as we came 
in sight, but my Bugpu-magsa paddlers hurried after them and 
cscntually persuaded them to return. Even then they trembled 
whenever we spoke to them, and it was some time before I could 
pt rsuade them that our intentions were entirely friendly. 

Koch-Gruuberg, who visited this region about twenty years 
picMously, speaks of the large well-equipped malokax of the 
Yahunsis. Of such establishments we found no trace. The people 
^\ere living in tiny hovels, very flimsily put together. Most of 
the appurtenances of a typicfd maloka were lacking, and the 
people seemed to have sunk below even the ordinary Indian 
standard of civilization. The Yahunas were of Betoya extraction, 
but in appearance and manner they reminded me strongly of the 
primitive Pogsas whom I had found in the depth of the forest. 
-Although living within a few days* journey of a Brazilian outpost, 
the community was not possessed of a single object of European 
“iigin. The only thing savouring of the dreaded white man’s 
Civilization were a number of huge, savage dogs, related to the 
bloodhound family, the like of which I had never seen before. 

The men, timid though they were, eventually succumbed to my 
blandishments. Three of them consented to act as paddlers, so 
tliat when we started off again on our journey we had a crew 
more than large enough for our requirements. After a day and a 
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half under this ideal condition we came to a huge waterfall, one 
of the largest in the whole Amazon Basin. All the Indians, 
worked with a will, and we soon portaged the boats past this 
obstacle. 

In the troubled water below the waterfall we saw a number 
of enormous hsh. Most of the Indians seemed nonplussed at the 
size of these creatures, but the Yahunas immediately set about 
making a catch. Their weapons were, of course, bows and arrows, 
but the arrows were unlike any of the other Indian arrows 1 had 
seen, in that they were provided with detachable heads, secured 
to the shaft by means of a twine cord several yards long. With 
these they shot four or five fish as they rose almost to the surface 
of the water. The harpooned fish imniediately sank and tore 
madly around the stream for several minutes, but the floating 
arrow-shafts allowed us to keep traek of their movements, and 
when at last the poor animals were exhausted from their struggles, 
the Yahunas hauled them in without any difficulty. 

One of the fish thus captured, a pirahiba, was nearly six feet 
long, and must have weighed several hundred pounds. Like all 
the other Amazonian fish of great size, with the exception of the 
pirarucu, its flesh was not particularly ap])etizing, and many of 
the Indians refused to eat it, but this did not decrease their delight 
at having secured so magnificent a trophy. 

The upper waters of most Amazonian tributaries contain almost 
no larger-sized fish. The capture of these monsters therefore 
showed that our long sojourn in the little-known and unknowji 
upper reaches of the river was rapidly coming to an end. Ahead of 
us was the low-lying country characteristic of the main basin. 
In this country we should once more be within the white man’s 
domain. 

The Indians were well aware of this fact and acted accordingly. 
My faithful five. Ambiguous and the four Papuri Indians, steeled 
themselves to see the journey through to the end, but all the 
others, the Yahunas, the Bugpu-magsa from the Apaporis, and the 
old man and the boy from the Pira Parana, insisted upon returning 
to their own homes. Very unwillingly I paid them off and saw 
them depart. 

Shortly afterwards we ourselves set off again. Thrown entirely 
upon our own resources, we had a difficult task. Without guides 
and without sufficient paddlers we were forced to keep alert and 
active the whole time. So great was the strain, that even Mandu 
and Kandi, seasoned as they were, showed signs of exhaustion, 
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but we knew that delay or relaxation was impossible. At one 
point we came across the ruins of a Colombian settlement. This 
had long previously been razed to the ground by the Indians, and 
since then no white man, seemingly, had dared make an attempt 
to rebuild it. 

The jungle, and the birds and beasts of the jungle, appeared to 
have forgotten the very existence of human beings. A bend in 
the river brought us upon a large colony of cranes. So un- 
accustomed were they to the sight of man, that they allowed us to 
come near and even stand amongst them without making any 
attempt to fly away. 

I had thought that the great waterfall was the last natural 
obstacle in our way, but two days later we found ourselves 
faced with another rapid. The river raced through a long line of 
naked rocks, rocks incidentally of recent volcanic origin, and it 
was necessary for us to get our boats through the passage as best 
we could. 

Tt was a fearful ordeal. From a distance, the rapid had 
appeared trying enough, but when we got into its clutches we 
found it far worse than we had imagined. The onrushing water 
luirled about from rock to rock, gave rise to all manner of cross- 
currents and whirlpools, and to the full fury of these we found 
ourselves exposed. It would have been bad enough with a full 
complement of paddlcrs. Undermanned as we were, it seemed 
impossible to fight against the force of the waters. 

Unnerved by memories of the recent tragedy wherein da Silva 
had lost his life, 1 gave a shriek of despair when I saw the canoe 
immediately behind me upset. I thought for a moment that all 
was lost, but fortimately the very impetus of the waves carried 
the boat and its cargo and the struggling men into the calm water 
beyond, and before long everything and everyone was rescued. 

Nothing was lost, but we found that the contents of several 
boxes were badly damaged by water. Most of my maps, prepared 
at infinite trouble, were rendered useless, and many of my note- 
books were so soaked as to become almost illegible. This was 
nothing, however, considering the fact that all the occupants of 
the boat were saved. 

One of the minor troubles arising from the accident was the fact 
that several of the hammocks became wet. They would dry off, 
we knew, in a day or two, but for the time being we were faced 
with the prospect of sleeping in damp bedding. Hather than 
c'xpose my party to this risk, I got out the hammocks, which 
s 
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fonned part of the ethnological collection, and in addition decided 
to make use of da Silva’s hammock which, with his other effects, 
had been carefully stored away since his tragic end. None of 
these things had been in the capsized boat, and consequently all 
of them were dry. 

My men made no protest i^ainst sleeping in the hammocks 
collected for museum purposes, but to my astonishment I found 
that no one was willing to make use of anything which had be- 
longed to our dead comrade, fearing lest they be haunted by his 
ghost. My own bedding had suffered less damage than that of 
the others, but I was forced to lend this to Pequeneno and sleep 
in da Silva’s hammock myself. Even this awakened a certain 
apprehension in the minds of my companions, but ev^tually we 
all settled down for the night. 

Suddenly we were awakened by a queer, unearthly cry. It 
seemed like the somowffil wailing of a soul doomed to utter 
desolation. The sound came from a point only a few feet away, 
but we could see nothing which could have been its cause. For a 
moment we were all startled, and I for one felt the hair rising on 
my head. Then a false note told us that our spook ’’ was one 
of the queer Amazonian owls, known as the “ Mother of the 
Moon ” — ^an owl which gives no “ hoot,” but emits instead an 
extraordinarily human-like sob. 

The “ Motl^ of the Moon ” is frequently considered a bird of 
ill-omen, but on this occasion we were so relieved at finding the 
strange soimd had an animate cause, that we thought no more 
about the matter, and were soon soimd asleep again, and the next 
morning, without further ado, set off downstream once more. 

At any moment I hoped to catch sight of some European 
settlement, but hour after hour went by without a break of any 
sort in the jungle on the banks. Another day we paddled, and 
there were still no signs of life. At last we passed the entrance to 
a large lake, and shortly afterwards the mouth of an important 
tributary, both of them to the north of the main stream. The 
water of this and of all the smaller tributaries for several days 
previously was blade, and under their influence the colour of the 
Apaporis was gradually changing from its lovely green to a darker 
hue. 

We judged that the tributary must be the Tara-ira, the head 
waters of which we knew were not far away from one branch of 
the Tiki4. Mandu informed me that some of his Tukano brethren 
had left their homes on the Tiki4 and founded malokas on the 
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I'ara-ira, but we dared not waste time going up this tributary in 
quest of these Tukano settlements. It was imperative that we 
get on with our journey as fast as possible. 

All of us were worn out by our long*continued exertions, and to 
make matters worse, two of the party, Mannling and Kandi’s elder 
son, became ill. I dosed them hill of medicine, and they soon 
improved, but it was obvious that we must get to a place where 
wc could rest at the earliest possible opportunity. 

For another whole day we rowed steadily on without knowing 
exactly where we were, or how long it would be before we got out 
of our difficulties. Of a siidden dolphins became plentiful. These 
played about in the water around us, to the consternation of my 
Indians who thought that they were being bewitched. From time 
to time others stuck their heads above the surface of the water, 
and peered at us full of curiosity. Scores of jungle birds flew over 
our heads. Seeing these, my own birds, the trumpeter, the parrot, 
and the macaws I had secured fri>m the Indians, flapped their 
dipped wings and vainly sought to get away. 

Late in the afternoon, Kandi’s quick eye noticed a slight break 
in the jungle. The line of trees along the water’s edge was un- 
touched, but as no further tree-tops could be seen towering behind 
this line, it seemed probable that a clearing of some sort had been 
made within the forest. Excited by this fact, we made a detailed 
examination of the neighbourhood, and soon found a large Indian 
habitation. It was quite unlike an ordinary medoka, the floor 
being built upon a framework of high bamboo poles, giving the 
place the appearance of a two-storey house. 

There was not a soul in sight, but the remains of food and the 
embers of a fire showed that the inhabitants had not been gone 
for more than a few hours at the most. I thought that they might 
merely have fled into the nearby forest upon hearing us approach, 
so we yelled out friendly greetings for over half an hour, but 
received no reply. Undeterred by this fact, we determined to 
make ourselves at home at. this settlement. We slung our ham- 
mocks between tilie pillars, and Joaquim busied himself preparing 
fhe evening meal. 

Scarcely was the food ready, however, when the owners of the 
house returned. To our joy we found that they were Tukanos, 
so that we had no difficulty in making ourselves understood. Our 
coming had not frightened them away as we at first supposed. 
Their absence had been due to the fact that they were visiting 
the Brazilian outpost. 
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We soon learned that this outpost was at the junction of the 
Apaporis and the main stream of the Japura, only two or three 
miles away. More surprising still was the news that a river 
steamer had that day arrived at the outpost, and was due to 
return to Manaos the next morning. I knew that in this part of 
the world steamers ran only once in two or three months, so I 
determined to go on to the outpost immediately, late as it was, 
so as to be sure of not losing a passage on this heaven-sent boat. 

It was now long after dark, but without waiting even to eat the 
food which Joaquim had cooked for us, we embarked on our 
canoes again and set off down the river. Two of the local Tukanos 
we took with us to act as guides. In the afternoon we had felt 
ourselves nearly dead from fatigue, but now our exhaustion was 
completely forgotten, and we sent the boats flying through the 
water. 

An hour and a half later we came to the mouth of the Apaporis. 
Passing beyond this, we began to float down the broad waters of 
the Japura. Shortly afterwards we saw a number of lights 
twinkling in the distance ahead of us. At long last we were back 
in the land of the white man. 

Our return to “ civilization ” was destined to be more exciting 
than I had imagined. In order to announce our arrival, Mannling 
let off a rifle shot. To our astonishment the garrison of the out- 
post immediately began to open fire on us. We later found that 
they mistook us for Indians making a night attack. Bullet after 
bullet whistled in the air around us, but fortunately the soldiers 
had been trained in the South American school of markmanship, 
so that none of us were hit. 

At last, by repeated shouting, we got the staunch defenders of 
the outpost to understand who we were. Firing immediately 
ceased, and when we landed we were accorded a very warm and 
generous welcome by the Brazilian officials. We learned from 
them that we had long been reported missing, and that it was 
generally supposed we had met our death in the jungle. 

As soon as the excitement caused by our arrival had died down, 
I inquired about passage on the returning steamer. In ordinary 
circumstances I should have preferred to continue my journey 
westwards, up the Japura and over the Andes, as this woidd have 
brought me directly to Inca land. The death of da Silva, however, 
had considerably altered my plans. He had left a number oi 
effects, and it was necessary to look after these and to see that 
his family was provided for before proceeding any further. This 
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meant that we had to journey on the steamer all the way back to 
Manaos. 

I had no difficulty in getting myself, Mknnling, and the Brazilian 
servants accepted as passengers, but when I attempted to arrange 
for the transportation of my five faithful Indians I struck a snag. 
In accordance with Government regulations, the captain refused 
to have any “ unclothed persons ” on board his ship. New clothes 
were unprocurable, but I eventually rescued my natives from 
their illegal nakedness by draping them with some discarded rags 
bought from the steamer’s stokers. 

There was now no further hindrance to our departure. We 
crawled on board the river-boat at dawn, and shortly afterwards 
were under way. A trip on an Amazonian steamer is always 
exciting, and this voyage was no exception to the rule. Neither 
captain nor pilot had any sort of chart or map. Both men had only 
the haziest notions regarding latitude and longitude. The pilot 
was, as his Brazilian title implied, a “ practico.” Guided partly 
by instinct and partly by long experience, he was able to “ guess ” 
where the river was shallow and where it was deep. Occasionally, 
however, his guess proved wrong. Thrice while steaming down 
the Japura the boat rammed itself on a sand bank, but each time 
the skill of the captain got it loose again. 

Eventually we emerged from the Japura on to the main Amazon 
River. We continued down this, and a few days later found 
ourselves back in the metropolis of Manaos. 

I am afraid that our appearance gave the good citizens of 
Manaos quite a shock. With our tom, tattered khaki clothes and 
our long scraggly hair it was, perhaps, no wonder that everyone 
turned to stare at us as wc passed through the streets. The magnifi- 
cently unkempt beards sported by Mannling and myself were the 
especial objects of attention and whispered witticisms. The news 
that my Indians were wild savages from the jungle spread like 
wildfire and caused a sensation more to be expected in a 
sleepy English village than in the capital of the State of 
Amazonas. 

These poor Indians of mine unwittingly caused me a good deal 
of trouble. There were all sorts of things I could not make them 
understand. They were surprised when I prevented them from 
making a fire by lopping off branches from the trees in the little 
public park. They were even more astounded when I told them 
that they could not sling their hammocks between these trees. 
Not knowing what mischief they might get into, I took them to a 
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lodging-house in the native quarter and gk^ the landlord strict 
instructions not to allow them to go out unattended. 

The rest of the day I devoted to making myself hdtf-way re- 
spectable, and to paying-off my Brazilian servants. Because of 
their faithful service I gave them considerably more than I had 
promised them, and they seemed more than pleased with the 
successful conclusion of their journey. 

The next morning 1 was £tw to devote myself to the Indians. 
Releasing them from their bondage at the lodging-house, I took 
them to see the sights of the city. The effect upon them of the 
gay Paris-imitation life of the place weu; amusing to watch. The 
hugeness of the buildings, and of the ships in the harbour left 
them cold. Horses were much more interesting to them than 
motor-cars. The latter made only a casual impression upon their 
until I pointed out to them the tyres on one of the cars, and they 
at last comprehended why tl^ white man had such an insane desire 
to secure rubber. 

When 1 showed them such a simple thing as a shower-bath, 
however, they laughed with delight. My greatest success was when 
I took them into a cafd and ordered for each of them a portion of 
ice-cream. They put nearly all of it into their mouths at one 
swallow, but then spat and spluttered for five minutes upon finding 
it cold. I tried to explain this coldness by ordering a chunk of 
ice. Kandi was particularly struck by this phenomenon. He 
wrrapped the ice in a piece of paper and-put it in hb pocket, saying 
that he was going to take it home and show it to hb tribe. He 
was sadly dbillusioned a few moments later when' he found the 
ice had disappeared. 

The opinion of my Indians concerning white women — theii 
dress, manners, and morals — is best left unprinted. 

A day or two later I seciued for the natives an interview witl 
His Excellency the Interventor. Upon my recommendation, the 
latter was kind enough to present to the two chiefs, Kandi anc 
Mandu, patents recognizing their suzerainty in their respectiv* 
domains, and in addition gave both of them the titles and per 
quisites of captain in the Brazilian Army. As a final token of hi: 
esteem, he ordered hb secretary to provide each of the Indians 
not merely the chiefs, with a banknote. These the natives acceptci 
with a great show of gratitude, taking them, no doubt, for addi 
tional patents of nobility. 

After the interview with the Interventor was over, I took th 
Indians to one of the great stores and, in compensation for th 
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unfailing ajrdour and loyalty they had shown me, provided them 
with enough dsh-hooks, beads, knives, and clothes, to last them 
the rest of their lives. When we left the store they appeared 
gorged with pride. 

The shopping had taken much longer than I anticipated. This 
fact very nearly led to an awkward predicament. I was anxious 
to arrange for the Indians to return to their homes in the most 
expeditious manner. With this end in view I had secured passage 
for them on our old acquaintance the Inca as far as Santa Isabel, 
knowing that from this point they could make their way back to 
the Papuri by means of canoes. 

The Inca was advertised to sail at five o’clock in the afternoon. 
Bearing in mind my previous experience about the time of de> 
parture, I was not worried by the fact that the task of shopping 
was not completed until four forty-five, but when we at length 
arrived at the docks, I found that for the first time in history the 
boat was departing according to schedule. She had already cast 
off her ropes, and was rapidly getting up steam. 

There was no time to be lost. There was already two or three 
feet between the wharf and the side of the boat, and every second 
the distance between them was increasing. It was necessary to 
give up all thoughts of a formal leave>taking. The boxes of the 
Indians were hurled on to the rapidly receding deck, and the 
Indians themselves leaped after them. Kandi, the last to jump, 
missed his hold and very nearly fell into the river, but he was soon 
hauled to safety by his two stalwart sons. 

This was a fittingly dramatic conclusion to my association with 
my well-beloved sons of the forest. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 


TO THE HEAD WATERS OF THE AMAZON 

M y Indians had gone back to their home in the distant 
jungle, my precious specimen-cases had been shipped 
back to England ; 1 was free to embark on the second 
pha>se of my undertaking. That is, to ascend the 
upper waters of the main Amazon stream, cross over the Andes, 
and make an effort to see something of the m3r8terious Inca and 
pre-Inca ruins on the Pacific coast. 

This was destined to be a long and complicated journey. The 
first part of it, however — ^the two weeks’ voyage on a huge river- 
steamer from Manaos, the capital of Brazilian Amazonas, to 
Iquitos, the capital of Peruvian Amazonas — ^promised to be fairly 
humdrum, if journeying on the Amazon River ever could be 
humdnun. 

On this voyage we avoided all tributaries and kept to the 
turbid brown waters of the main stream. This continued to 
be of the utmost majesty and grandeur in spite of the fact that 
our journey was taking us to a point more than two thousand miles 
from its mouth. Here as further downstream, however, the river 
was almost constantly broken up by islands with a number of 
channels, no one of which seemed to be more than a mile wide. 

For the first two hundred miles — as far as Teffe — ^the course 
was known to me, consequently I could devote myself to an 
examination of the passengers, some fifty in all. These were as 
interesting as any of the zoological specimens I had sent back 
to the Museum. 

Here in the heart of the everlasting wilderness, where the “ very 
name of slave and sultan ” should have been forgot, there was a 
fierce competition for social prestige. Most of my fellow-passengers 
had lived for years surrounded, engulfed, by the jungle, but they 
knew nothing of its secrets. The birds, the beasts, and the men 
of the jungle formed an ignored background; and the social 
ladder and cheap imitations of Paris fashions were the only things 

aSo 
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that mattered. The best-dressed women on the boat were two 
sisters on their way back from Spain. Their parents were travelling 
by the same boat, but third-class — downstairs with the cattle. 
To the shame and mortification of the girls, the parents would 
occasionally come up to the hrst-class deck to see how their off- 
spring were faring. 

It was a complicated world of fashion. I was not allowed to 
conic to the lunch table when I wore a silk sports-shirt without 
putting on a necktie. But all the men appeared at breakfast 
every day clad only in their pyjamas. 

However, I was soon out of the social welter altogether. My 
health, which had been splendid during all the weary, trying 
months in the jungle, suddenly collapsed. My stomach and other 
portions of my anatomy suddenly went on strike and refused to 
function an instant longer. All the medicines I took only made 
matters worse. Cure and cause of the mysterious malady were 
alike unknown. Wise busybodies shook their heads and declared 
that I had been given some slow-working poison by the Indians 
of the forest, and that this was now begiiming to take effect. 

This explanation was as good as any other, and as in any case 
there was no known remedy or antidote, I had my hammock slung 
on the top deck, and after crawling up to it gave strict instructions 
that I was not to be disturbed until such time as either 1 had to 
1)0 thrown into the river or was able once more to look after 
myself. These instructions were obeyed. For several days I lay 
in a deep stupor. Then gradually I found myself able to crawl 
around and to appreciate once more the routine of life on an 
Amazonian river-steamer. 

Every few hours we would lay in to get fresh supplies of wood 
for the insistent boilers. From some wretched hut, frequently 
raised on piles near the river-bank, would come out a lean, haggard 
form, without shoes or stockings, a draggling moustache, partly 
concealing a dreary face, marked by vacuousness and malaria. 
The man was invariably a “ Coronel ” with some high-sounding 
name. His presence marked the spread of vaunted European 
civilization into the heart of everlasting wilderness. We were on 
the great waterway, and all true aboriginal life had slunk far back 
into the hidden recesses of the jungle. 

Hundreds of miles were traversed without even this sign of life, 
with nothing but the thick intertwined boughs of the trees. At 
infrequent intervals we came upon larger settlements, assembling 
centres for rubber, for Brazsil nuts, and ivory nuts, which came 
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from the back country ; in exchange for which commodities «e 
gave boxes of iiB|MVted wares, and huge casks of eadta^ the fiery 
native rum. 

The most important settkanent, after we had left Teffe behind 
us, was on the Javari River, up which we steamed for a couple of 
hoiurs until we came to the metropolis known as Remate de I^es. 
In tins land of fond illusions, where every miserabte hut bears 
some such name as Boa Vista, Vista Alegre, or Etperanza, it was 
refreshing to meet a frank acceptance of facts in the name of 
Remate de Males (literally, the Culmination of Evils). 

This city consists of a long line of rickety huts, the lower parts 
of which were obviously submerged each year at the time of high 
water. Here the chief activity was shown by the pigs who at 
least were always busy looking for food, while the human in* 
habitants were content to loaf indoors. There were no signs of 
agriculture, but as the price of rubber was soaring, while the 
roofs of the huts remained leaky and the walls caved-in, the 
women put on silk stockings and frilled dresses, and the men 
uncorked champagne bottles, to welcome the arrival of omr boat. 

The Javari River, on which Remate de Males stands, marks the 
boundary between Brazil and Peru. It is notable as being one of 
the few really recognized boundaries in the Amazon region. In 
this wild, unexplored expanse of junj^e each country claims the 
greatest amount of territory possible, and as there is no supreme 
court of appeal to recognize or enforce such claims, political map- 
makers have a merry task and can make and remake boundaries 
very much as they will. Particularly in the north-west there are 
hundreds of thousands of square miles which belong either to 
Ecuador, or Peru, or Colombia — but to which Heaven alone know.s. 

When the last champagne bottle had been finished, and the last 
silk stocking had returned to the hovels, we steamed down the 
Javari to the Amazon, and on up that great river again. 

A couple of days later we passed the mouth of the Napo, the 
tributary down which Orellana came in 1686, when he discovered 
the mighty river and invented the myth of the Amazons. Not 
long afterwards we steamed alongside Iquitos and once more 
disembarked. 

Iquitos is the third largest city of the Amazon Basin, Para 
and Manaos alone being larger. Strategically Iquitos occupies a 
very important position. Although two thousand miles from the 
mouth of the Amazon, even large ocean-going steamers can come 
up to this point ; it is in fact one of the most important of the 
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Peruvian ports. It is a little above Iquitos that tiie junction 
occtirs of the two main “ source rivers ” of the Amazon, which 
with their numerous sub>tributarie8 are navigable by smaller 
river-boats for many htmdreds of miles. 

Like all other Amazonian cities, Iquitos would be shocked by 
the appearance of a real live Indian in its midst, although there 
are many savage tribes living but a few miles away in the jungle. 
The only means of communication between the city and the 
jungle is supplied by the strange and wild-living “ rubber-men,” 
half-caste mostly. These men, after a few weeks of riotous living 
which sweep away every penny they possess, secure on credit a 
large supply of trade-goods and go out into the distant wilds, 
there to fight with the unfriendly Indians smd to bribe and brow- 
beat others into securing for them the precious rubber. Many of 
these rubber-men never come back ; they either succumb to some 
disease, are lost in the jungle, or fall a prey to the Indians whom 
for so long they have piursued. Others, more lucky, return at the 
end of six months or a year laden with the precious rubber. Re- 
pression of long-inhibited deskes mean another cycle of rioting, 
then again of borrowing or buying on credit. But of what these 
men have done or seen or learned one hears little — only wild, 
strange rumours. The lore of the forest remains imoommimieated, 
and the average respectable citizen of Iquitos has absolutely no 
idea of the land or life that lies but a few miles outside the city. 

Yet for the ethnologist and anthropologist, as well as the zoolo- 
gist, there is still a rich field in many of the tributary basins in 
the neighbourhood of Iquitos. There are strange tribes here whose 
culture is quite different from that of the Indians of the North- 
west Amazon, on whom we had been carrying out our observations. 

There are the Konibo Indians, who kill off their aged and infirm. 
There are the Ungoninos, who inflict strange nameless tortures 
upon their girls at the age of puberty. There are the Kashibos or 
Vampire Indians who, like the loathsome bats, suck the blood of 
beast and of man. There are the Andokes, the most feared of all 
the cannibalistic tribes, who feed upon the brains of their enemies 
that they may acquire wisdom, upon the hearts of their enemies 
that they may acquire courage, and who have their women-folk 
feed upon the genital orgtms of their enemies that these may 
acquire fertility. 

Perhaps the most noted of the tribes of this region are the 
Wambisas and the Jivaros. Their manhood tests are the most 
severe of all. Unlike the other Indians, these tribes are in the 
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habit of mummifying their dead before burial according to a 
process which make the corpses look like huge leathery dolls. It 
is only their fellow-tribesmen who are completely mummified 
however. Should an enemy fall into their hands, he is decaiutatcd, 
and his head artificially slmmk by means of some strange process 
until it is the size of an orange or a man’s fist, though the 
features are preserved intact. 

Iquitos itself was particularly interesting when I was there 
because it was in the process of recovering from its last revolution. 
Courts-martial were still the order of the day, and there was a 
general air of unrest about the place. I heard for the first time 
the name of Lcguia, the present strong-handed President of the 
Republic, whose influence was felt even from far-distant Lima. 

The revolution in Loreto, the Amazonian province of Peru, of 
which Iquitos is the capital, was no ordinary South American 
revolution — ^it was unlike even the revolution in Brazilian 
Amazonas. An ordinary everyday South American revolution is 
a purely personal affair, a sort of family row between the Outs, 
who want to get in, and the Ins, who are forced to get out. A 
little mild fighting takes place, a number of offices change hands — 
and the revolution is over. 

The Iquitos revolution was peculiar because it was fighting 
about some thing and not about some person. Iquitos and the 
whole of Peruvian Amazonas wanted to be free and independent, 
and no longer to be ruled by the bureaucrats &om far-away Lima. 
For this attitude there was a clear and definite geographical 
explanation. Peru — like Gaul — ^is “ divided into three parts.” 
There is first the long, narrow strip of land, bare and barren, 
except for occasional fertile valley^, facing the Pacific Ocean, 
known as La Costa. There is, second, the long stretch of elevated 
land between the East and West Cordilleras, known as La Sierra, 
which is also barren of trees, and chiefly valuable for pasturage 
and for its mines. Finally, east of the Cordilleras there is the vast 
rich jungle land, known as La Montana, which includes the 
province of Loreto and which is but a part of Amazonas. 

A similar division could be made of Bolivia, Ecuador, and 
Colombia ; but in Peru the Amazonas section is more populous 
and has been better developed, so that the question of government 
has come sooner to a head. 

From Iquitos over the Andes to Lima Is a month’s journey, and 
this journey is so encompassed by difficulties that the only real 
gateway for Iquitos is the Amazon River. In every way Loreto, 
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and in fact the whole of La Montaha, is far more a part of the 
Brazilian Amazon region than it is of Peru. The revolutionaries, 
realizing this fact, wished to make of Loreto an independent state, 
though one to be affiliated in some way with the rest of the 
Amazon. 

But they reckoned'without the clever, restless, ambitious little 
man who at present controls Peru’s destinies. Immediate and 
strong measures were taken by the Central Gtovemment at Lima. 
Troops were sent over the mountains. Yet this alone would not 
have sufficed. The revolutionaries held out until the news came 
that the Central Government was sending two cruisers up the 
Amazon River to bombard Iquitos into submission. Immediate 
panic followed, anditovemight the Revolutionary Government was 
no more. 

In Iquitos I gave myself over to a doctor, who tapped and 
probed and punched and shook his head wisely but sadly, and 
gave me daily three or four different medicines, in the hope that 
one out of the lot might be good for the mysterious malady, what- 
ever it might be, from which I had been, and was still, suffering. 
There was a slight improvement, but it was obvious that 1 must 
get out of the jungle and into the highlands as soon us possible, 
if I wished to recover my health. 

There were several routes that I could have taken, nearly all 
equally bad, for the means of communication between La Montana 
and the other parts of Pem are still in their infancy. In the end 
1 decided to take the Pichis trail, as likely to be the quickest and 
most expeditious. This was to take us up the Ucayali River in a 
southerly direction until we came to a, point where we could strike 
out more or less due west for Lima. 

The first two weeks of the trip were accomplished in a tiny 
river-steamer owned by a Maltese Jew (all the weird creatures of 
the Amazon are not in the jungle). A day or two after leaving 
Iquitos we came to the point of convergence of the Ucayali and 
Marafion Rivers, which together form the Amazon. 

There has long been dissension among geographers as to which 
of the two tributaries is the main source-strt*am of the mightiest 
of rivers. Generally the palm is given to the Marahon, which 
flows for another two hundred miles from the west until it, too, 
makes a great bend and flows from south to north. But without 
question the other stream, the Ucayali is far longer, drains a much 
larger area, and is commercially much more valuable. During 
much of its course the Maranon runs through high broken land in 
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a groove between the East and West Cordilleras. It is only at 
Pongo de Haseriche that the Marahon manages to break through 
the great wall of the Eastern Andes, and falls into the Amazon 
Basin. For this reason only a small portion of the Marahon U 
navigable. 

The Ucayali, on the other hand, keeps to the lowland, running 
parallel to the great line of the Eastern Andes, and is therefore 
without cataracts or waterfalls, though it, too, is fed by the brooks 
and streams which trickle tlmmgh the passes from the great 
Peruvian highland, the ancient Empire of the Incas. 

Owing to the greater navigability of the Ucayali we continued 
up this river. On this voyage Paris fashions no longer held sway. 
We were a wild-looking “bunch.” Pyjamas were no longer 
limited to breakfast but appeared also at lunch and at dinner. 
All of us took a personal int^st in the food question, as he who 
wanted to eat sufficiently had to look out for himself. True to 
colour and type, the owner of the ship provided food that was in 
quality fit only for pigs, and in quantity so small that no respect- 
able pig could have subsisted on it. Consequently at every haltuig- 
place, while the boat was taking in wood, it was necessary for us 
to “ scrounge.” 

For some extraordinary reason it was extremely difficult to 
persuade any of the slatternly, weary-eyed settlers to sell us any- 
thing. They had probably little enough for themselves. But it 
seemed to be the custom in this part of the world that what you 
could not buy you took. In each “ port ” we lightened the fruit- 
trees of a part of their burden, and occasionally we were able to 
“ find ” some eggs. 

The most interesting of our fellow-passengers was a political 
prisoner. He had played a prominent part in the revolution, and 
at the time of the final crash had fled to the jungles of Ecuador. 
Reeently he had come back to Iquitos and had voluntarily given 
himself up. He was now being sent back, under guard, to Lima 
for trial. But though a prisoner, he was very much the chief 
gentleman of the ship. 

In this part of the world a political prisoner is a highly respected 
person. He may be an “ Out ” to-day, but very likely he will be 
an “ In ” to-morrow, and it is always well to be on the safe side. 
This particular prisoner was travelling first-class, had his wife 
along with him — although she was ostensibly his sister — and had 
special attention paid to him. His guards, on the other hand, as 
third-class passengers, were forced to stay with the pigs on the 
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lower deck. One of them was unfortunate enough to be caught 
trying to purloin some valuables from the Captain’s locker. 
Whereupon he, for the rest of the voyage, was locked up in one of 
the empty pens, firom which place it was rather difficult fur him 
to continue to act as prisoner’s guard. 

For days we followed our course up the Ucayali. This river is 
a single stream and not the mase of channels and islands which 
make up the Amazon itself. To the trained botanical eye there 
may have been a slight change in the character of the foliage of 
the encircling jungle, but to the average mortal it was ever the 
unchanging forest, trunk thick on tnxnk, intertwining boughs, 
eternally the same dull dark green. Very occasionally, here and 
there, a settler had made a clearing in this virgin forest, a few 
hundred yards broad, but it would seem as though in fighting the 
jungle the settler was fighting against overwhelming odds. 

The settlers, for the most part, have come from the chill moun* 
tains of Peru and have here lost themselves in the jungle. In the 
rainy season the river invariably overflows its banks and sub> 
merges their plantations, and in general they seem to lead a hand- 
to-mouth existence, though with a little more head and hand work 
the land would be rich in possibilities. The labourers are mostly 
Indians whom the settlers have captured or enticed away from 
the forests, but, more often than not, after a few months’ ex- 
perience with the white man, the Indians steal back into the 
jungle and are never seen or heard of again — and woe to him who 
attempts to follow. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 


SCAUNO THE ANDES 

A FTER voyaging up the Ucayali for ten days we at 
length came to the mouth of an important tributary, 

/ the Pachitea River, which flowed in from the south- 
JL A. west. We were to follow this river up its course, but 
first we had to change boats, as even our tiny little steamer was 
of too deep a draught. 

Our new barque was a tiny little tug not twenty feet long. 
Every inch of available floor-space was occupied either by the 
wood-pile, the engines, or the cooking-stove. But we philosophi- 
cally slung our hammocks above these impedimenta, tried to 
forget about the heat, smell, £ind fumes which arose beneath 
us, and went cheerfully on our way. The river-channel was so 
treacherous and so little known, that wc could only feel our way 
along by day. Each night we tied up by the bank “ to rest.” 

Every river in the Amazon Basin has peculiarities of its own. 
On the Ucayali mosquitoes had been plentiful, and stinging-gnats 
rare, but on the Pachitea it was exactly the contrary ; it was the 
gnats which predominated. Millions and millions of these little 
bloodsucking pests were constantly aroimd us, attacking every 
exposed inch of flesh. The air was literally black with them. 
They knew how to sting through the thin stockings and shirts we 
had on, so in addition to donning omr head-nets and gloves, we 
had to wrap ourselves up in blankets, in spite of the heat, in 
order to keep a whole skin. 

The Indians once again began to be more plentiful and more 
primitive. A canoe laden with four or five Indians would suddenly 
shoot out from the bank, its occupants would gaze at us for a 
minute or two and then as quickly shoot back into the shelter of 
the jungle-bank and be lost to view. Occasionally a more ad- 
venturous group would paddle out to us, their boats laden with 
fruit and yuka which were bartered to us, either for a few beads, 
or, more often than not, for a swig of the vile spirits the boat 
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specially earned for bartering purposes. Of the houses and 
plantations of the natives we saw nothing. They were all hidden 
Far away in the jungle. For us the Indians were but phantom 
Figures which silently and mysteriously appeared and disappeared. 

Suddenly, however, I lost all interest both in insect pests and 
in Indians. The mysterious malady, from which I had never fully 
ivcovered, came back in full force, and for some time I lay in a 
state of stupor, hovering between this world and a world of 
phantoms more strange than those of the Indians of the forest. 

No sooner had the illness begun to abate than it was necessary 
0 change once more our mode of travel. The Pachitea broke up 
nto a number of subsidiary streams, and the one we were due to 
,ake, the Pichis — ^following as ever our south-westerly direction — 
hough still respectably broad, was too shallow for even the 
iglitest of launches. We had once more to trust our lives and 
rtir goods to frail native canoes, managed by denizens of the 
brest, though this time, owing to the shallowness of the stream, 
ve wore to be punted or poled and not paddled. 

My new-found friend, the prisoner and “ his party,” were to 
ollow later in another canoe, so that Miinnling and I were again 
lu'own back exclusively on the companionship of the Indians, 
(jiisequently I had now the opportunity to study more closely 
ho natives of this region and compare them with the denizens of 
tiy beloved ” North-West.” 

In main racial type they were very similar, though, on the 
diulo, the natives of the Pichis were not such magnificent physical 
pocimens. 

The magic coca powder that we had met on the latter part of 
'ur journey through the jungle was here everywhere in evidence, 
'his confirmed my theory that coca had spread from the old Inca- 
ulture of Peru. It is more than probable that the forest Indians 
icre at the base of the Great Mountain, though never subject to 
ho Inca emperors, had assimilated several of the more easily 
ruiibmi&sible culture phases of the people of the Hills. 

Tho clothes worn by our boatmen was an instance of this. 
Micreas the true dweller of the forest goes naked, except for his 
'iiicloth of bast, the Mochigua Indians, from time immemorial, 
ave known how to weave cotton cloth, which is nearly always 
yed red. But the ” clothes ” worn by men and women alike 
'Ore very simple — a form of the Peruvian poncho, which can best 
e described as a blanket with a hole in the middle through which 
iie head could be stuck. 
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The most curious thing about these Indians was their head, 
dress^ a plaited band of bamboo with a projecting ridge or! 
brim. From a short distance it looked remarkably like a saint’s! 
halo (if saints do really carry around these impedimenta), but itl 
is only another example of the saying everybody is not a saint' 
who wears a halo,” for on the Pichis the Indians are still a much* 
feared group. We had been specially warned to keep our pistols 
and rifles ready to shoot at the first sign of treachery. Many 
small parties have been caught unawares and have paid for their 
carelessness with their lives. 

Indeed, I had more than a suspicion that in our case all was 
not as it should be, so I began ostentatiously to polish my rifle, 
with the result that in the end all quieted down, and eventually 
we reached Jessupe, our destination, in safety. From here m 
could see the long line of the first outranges of the Andes. Aftt i 
months of the swamped and flooded jungle, we were face to face 
with the stupendous mountains which barred our way to the 
Pacific. 

At Jessupe, a ‘‘ city ” with one house, and perhaps five in 
habitants, I was able to arrange for nine mules to carry my little 
party over the mountains, and the next day we started out on 8 
new stage of our adventure. 

From the point of view of creature-comfort our journey on muh* 
back was far from ideal. Under any conditions riding a full 
blown hard-headed 100 per cent mule is never a joy, but only i 
mule was capable of covering such tracks as those we now hac 
before us. Any self-respecting horse would have slid and brokei 
his neck the first day out. Perhaps because of his greater sure 
footedness, a mule in this part of the world, as in many othi‘i's, i 
costs twice as much as a horse. 

But if managing a mule is enough to make a saint cast aside 
his halo and take to swearing, the trail over which we went was, 
enough to give a mule the disposition he has. At the best of| 
times, it was an almost invisible trail, up and down hill, over tree- ' 
trunks, stones, and rocks, frequently winding along dizzy preci- 
pices. Even when scaling the HimsJayas I never experienced an* 
equal number of hair-raising, walking-the-plank-bits-of-road,, 
where directly beneath us was an open abyss of hundreds and, 
occasionally, thousands of feet. And the mules insisted, as mules 
always do insist, on walking on the extreme edge of the path so 
that their riders could get a full view of the nothingness below. 
In many cases the thick jungle undergrowth had entirely re- 
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conquered the trail that had been blazed through it, and Indians 
had to be sent ahead to cut out a new path for us. 

Such, at best, is the “ high road ” that connects La Montana 
with the real Peru, but at the time of our journey it was rendered 
doubly difficult owin^g to the heavy and almost constant down- 
pour of rain. The eastern slope of the Andes is always wet. The 
moisture-bringing clouds which sweep from the Atlantic are 
unable to cross the barrier of the Cordilleras, and, consequently, 
condensed by the cold, deposit their huge burdens of water on the 
eastern slope of the mountains. For this reason, whereas the 
western or Pacific side of the Andes is one of the driest and most 
rainless parts of the world, the eastern side is one of the wettest. 

From May to November there is less rain — though there is 
always at least one heavy shower a day — hence it is known as the 
“ dry ” season ; from November to May the rains fall with full 
force. And here we were in the latter part of December, in the 
very midst of the rainy season, with the result that we were not 
infrequently sopped to the skin the whole of the nine or ten 
hours we spent each day in the saddle. It was worse for our 
mounts than for ourselves. The trail was a long line of slime and 
mud— mud up to the knees of our mules, concealing sharp-edged 
stones and slippery rocks, so we had patiently to plough through 
the mud and slither over the rocks — ^with the yawning chasm 
waiting for us at the first misstep. 

Once, indeed, my mule lost his footing and nearly buried me in 
the mud — but I preferred the mud side to the empty space on 
the other. A pack mule from another caravan was not so lucky. 
He tripped, and in trying to right himself, slipped over the 
precipice, and he and his cargo were forever lost. 

Considering the difficulties of the road, and the bad state of my 
health, I had grave forebodings that I should never be able to live 
through the journey. For the first two or three days I had to 
strap myself in the saddle to keep from falling from weakness, 
and once in fact I had to call a halt in the middle of a day’s 
journey, as I was unable to go farther. But gradually the clear, 
vigorous mountain air had its effect, and the strange illness, which 
no doctor could diagnose, no medicine could cure, gradually 
disappeared as we rose higher and higher, and nearer and nearer 
the magic realm of the Incas. 

But the gods of perversity had still another prank they wished 
to play on me. As my illness disappeared a raging toothache 
began to develop. Neither hot water and salt nor anjrthing else 
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had any effect. Finally, the abscessed tooth seemed the one- 
important reality — ^jungle and mighty mountains sank into in- 
significant background. It was a devUish journey. 

In the meantime my friend, the prisoner, and his party had 
caught up with us. He was mounted on a splendid mule, hired at 
Government expense, while his escort and guard, two poor devils 
of soldiers, had to tramp it, or, rather, slop it, tluough the never- 
ending mud. Not only in this way, but in another, he proved, to 
use the words of my American Cousin, that there were no flies on 
him. He had no intention of paying for his wife’s mule out of 
his own private pocket, and had insisted, and successfully insisted, 
that the Government, whose prisoner he was, grant him a mount 
to carry his baggage — and his baggage was his wife. 

She, poor creature, was nearly dead from exhaustion, and 
swore she would never come back tlie same way. Nearly all 
women, and a great many men, who have to go from Iquitos to 
Lima, prefer to go by steamer down the Ama^pn, and then through 
the Panama Canal and down the West Coast — a voyage of from 
two to three months — ^rather than brave the journey through the 
jungle and over the mountains. 

I was siu*prised to note that, in spite of the increasing altitude 
and chilliness as we ascended, the mountains were still tliickly 
forest-covered ; and still chiefly with the same uniform Amazonas 
type of foliage. Gradually, however, the palms became less 
frequent ; their place was token by huge ferns, many feet high. 
In spite of this change, the forest seemed quite as luxuriant, with 
its really gigantic trees, as had been the case in the low-lying 
Amazon Basin. The real reason for this was no doubt the fact 
that for the first nine days of our journey we were clambering along 
the crest of an outer range of the Andes running north and south, 
instead of striking due west to the heart of the Cordilleras. 

As with the vegetation, the bird and animal life remained 
Amazonian. More particularly were humming-birds in evidence — 
of a hundred varieties and of a gorgeous brilliance nowhere else to 
be found. In fact the real home of the humming-bird seems to 
be on the eastern slope of the Andes rather than in the Amazon 
Basin itself. 

Occasionally we would meet with small groups of Indians. 
These, too, belonged to the true Anmzon type ; meeting them 
brought home to me the sharpness of the boundary line of 
the old Inca Empire. In spite of their high culture, the enormous 
size of their army, and the magnificence of their engineering 
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achievements, the Incas were forced to stop short where the 
forest began. Time and again the Solar Cohorts — soldiers who 
had conquered mighty kingdoms in the Highlands and on the 
coast — ^penetrated into the jungle, to punish the savage tribes 
and to bring them under the yoke of the Sons of the Sun, but in 
every case they were either forced to beat a retreat or else the 
jungle engulfed them, and they were never heard of again. And 
what was true of the Incas was largely true of the Spaniards — 
their successors. The forest-land both of hill and of plain remained 
the terra incognita. In this Peruvian Amazonas there still remain 
huge tracts of land, unknown and unexplored. 

Christmas overtook us while we were still struggling to find our 
way out of the jungle, Christmas Day itself was marked by a 
very comic episode, though Mannling failed to see its humour. 

There were many descents as well as ascents to make, and 
clattering down u steep slope on mule-back was even more un- 
comfortable than climbing up one. Consequently, on one such 
occasion, Mannling decided to make the descent on foot. Getting 
down from his saddle, he whipped his mule on ahead. 

The mule was not loath to go on without a rider. In fact, so 
much did he enjoy his independence that, when at last the 
descent had been made, and Mannling attempted to remount his 
steed, the mule refused to allow my camera man to come near 
him. 

The mule showed great guile and impudence. He did not dash 
wildly ahead. He browsed very contentedly until Mannling came 
within a few feet of him. Then giving a most graceful kick, he 
trotted on a few hundred yards further. His speed was nicely 
calculated — not so fast as to make the game seem hopeless, but 
fast enough to keep him out of Mannling’s reach. 

Hour after hour, and mile after mile the pursuit kept up. 
Mannling plowed, slid, skated, and ran alternatively along the 
awful trail in quest of his steed, and this steed was never more 
than a hundred — nor less than three yards away. Curses, coax- 
ings, and prayers were of no avail. Mannling would, no doubt, 
still be running in pursuit of his mule, had not one of my native 
followers made a short cut through the jungle and got ahead of 
the accursed animal. 

At length we came to another important mile-post in our 
journey over the mountains, the little town of La Merced, which 
lies in a valley between the outer range, over which we had ridden, 
and the high peaks of the true Eastern Cordillera. Until a few 
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years ago La Merced, too, was far in the “ back of beyond,” but 
within the last two or three years an automobile road has been 
built from the Highlands, the Sierra, to this point. The building 
of this road was due particularly to the ambitious little Dictator, 
liCguia, who was anxious to establish real authority over the 
lawless and lost lands of the interior. We were therefore able to 
dispense with our mules and trust our necks to the mercies of a 
mountain-climbing Dodge. 

Leaving La Merced meant leaving the jungle, the Amazon and 
all its associations behind us. We had now to climb through and 
up a steep rocky pass, a pass worn-out by the ceaseless force of 
a small mountain stream. The trees gradually disappeared, 
leaving only bushes. The bushes, in turn, were replaced by the 
great bare, scarred rocks. The valley pass was no longer a valley 
but a long, deep, narrow gorge, through which we climbed ever up, 
and up and up. 

The road, for the most part, was but a narrow ledge w’ith a 
sheer perpendicular drop above and below. Between the rocky 
wall on one side ainl the abyss on the other, there was just room— 
and no more — for us to crawl along. 

I sometimes imagine that I am fairly cool, but as we swept 
along the long narrow curving ledge, and I saw the reckless daring 
of our driver — a daring largely inspired by booze — my curly locks 
began to uncurl and to stand up on end. 

Th(‘ sections of road carved out of rock were, however, in reality, 
not so perilous as the occasional sections of sand over which we 
had to pass. There the danger of sudden slips and landslides was 
much greater. At one point a recent landslide had in fact swept 
away every trace of the road for over five hundred yards. At the 
time we attempted the climb, the soft fine sand continued to 
slide and fall down the steep slope, making repairs temporarily 
impossible. So here we had to get out and crawl along the side 
of the precipice, our hearts in our mouths the whole time. 

The only foothold was not three inches broad, and even this 
was eomp«)sed of the same treacherous sand which had already 
hurled more than one traveller into the gorge below. 

But luck was with us 1 Over we got in .safety to the point where 
the road commenced again. Then taking a new car we whirled 
on and on, and up and up, until eventually we had passed through 
the outer line of the Eastern Andes, and were on the Great High- 
lands of Peru- -the Highlands that lie between the Easteni and 
the Western Cordilleras. The damp, heavy, hot air of the jungle 




WE ABANDON CANOES AND TAKE TO MULES 




SCALING THE ANDES 


295 


was a thing of the past. We were now panting or breathless in 
the thin, cold, biting air of the magnihcent, bald bare mountains. 

Here it was that we were exposed to the danger of the dread 
soroche, or mountain sickness, which brings splitting, blinding 
headaches, ringing and drumming in the ears, agonizing nausea, 
and not infrequently prolonged nose bleeding. But soroche is as 
tricky and inconsistent as a goddess. The doctors are far from 
agreed as to its exact nature and cause, and it picks and chooses 
its victims without discoverable reason. On this occasion I was 
let off lightly, as was Mannling, who had never been in the 
mountains before ; but my friend, the prisoner, and his wife were 
completely prostrated, and for the next two or three days were 
seriously ill. The Andes had exacted their tribute of suffering. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 


OVER THE PASSES TO THE CITY OF THE KINGS 

T he sight of the Andes is worth any tribute, so magnificent, 
so awe-inspiring are they. From Tierro del Fuego, the 
southernmost point of South America, they sweep up 
the western side of the whole continent in an unbroken 
line. But one continent alone cannot imprison them, for, jumping 
the Isthmus, they continue their rojal way under a new name as 
the Rocky Mountains of Mexico, of the United States of America, 
and of Canada, until they are lost in the dismal cold of the distant 
Arctic Circle. 

Like most of the great mountain systems of the world — the 
Pyrenees, the Alps, and the Himalayas — the Andes are geologi- 
cally but youngsters, as the time of their great elevation whs in 
the Tertiary period, when the era of the great reptiles was over, 
and life was beginning to settle down more or less to its present 
form. They are insolent parvenus compared with the Highlands 
of the old Guyana and Brazilian Continents, which rank in an- 
tiquity with the Appalachian and Allegheny Mountains of the 
Eastern United States, and with the hills of the British Isles and 
of Scandinavia. 

For the most part through their long course, the Andes can be 
divided into two parallel ranges, the Eastern and Western, of 
which the Eastern is somewhat older. The land in between the 
two has risen with < its mountain-barriers and forms the famous 
Highlands, La Sierra, the seat of the old indigenous culture of the 
South American Continent. More to the south, as we were later 
to learn and see, the Highland is about three hundred miles wide, 
and consists largely of great open broad basins, or tablelands. 
"Where we now were it was narrower, one hundred miles at the 
most, and broken up into innumerable minor mountain systems, 
with intervening valleys and gorges. 

But whether broad or narrow, smooth or broken, there is magic 
in this Andean Highland. Here are extracted vast stores of silver 
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and copper and lead. Here on this bleak barren soil was first 
grown the potato which was destined to conquer the world. Here 
still live in remarkable primitiveness, with their language, their 
customs, their dress, almost unaltered, that strange people who 
first developed the mines and who first planted the potato ; the 
people w'ho built np the great culture of the Andes, which was a 
marvel even to their conquerors, the Spaniards. 

Their Empire fell nearly four hundred years ago, and since then 
the white man, with his strange new ideas, has been master of the 
land ; but the old race of the Sons of the Sun survives, and with 
it much of the old tradition. 

Reaching far, far up the sides of the desolate hills we could see 
llic carefully laid out terraces, where the Quechua Indians planted 
and worked and reaped. Lower in the valleys stood their adobe, 
thateh-covered huts, some lying scattered apart, others together 
ill little village.s ; many of them still ruled by a village socialism 
which originated far back in prehistoric times. 

Working in the fields, carefully guiding the scanty much-needed 
watiT over the terraces, or at evening gathered in the villages, we 
could see the Indians themselves, arrayed in wide dish-shaped 
hats, covering knitted close-fitting caps — red, with various designs 
worked upon them, ns were the ponchos, the hand-woven blanket- 
cloaks, wondrously and dexterously embroidered. Their legs 
from the knee down were bare, but they wore curiously pointed 
knee-breeches, and woven sandals. 

Even more strange than the people was their animal ; the 
llama, in appearance a fantastic mixture of camel and sheep, 
with long swaying graceful neck, and human, extraordinarily 
human, eyes. Llamas are the beasts of burden, as well as the 
providers of flesh and wool to their masters. Now and again 
on the far-distant tops of the mountains, we saw the even 
more remarkable vicuna, the distant wild cousin of the llama, 
whose proud spirit can never be tamed, but whose wool is of a 
texture more silky than silk. 

It is eerie and other-worldly, this region of the far-reaching 
heights. As if to remind one of the greater glories of the long- 
dead past, there are scattered all over the Highland ruins, ruins 
of temples, palaces, and castles. Mysterious ruins, many of them, 
known only to the natives, unmapped and unexplored ; others 
whose vastness and beauty have called to them the traveller and 
the scholar, but of which, even to-day, little of their real meaning 
and history is known. 
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Many ruins lay around us, but we knew that to the north and 
to the south lay historic remains of even greater importance. Par 
to the north were the wondrous carved stones of Chavin. No one 
knows how, when, or by whom they were erected. To the south 
was the wonder city of Cuzco, the capital of the old wide-reaching 
Inca Empire ; still further south the older and even more mys- 
terious ruins of Tia-wanako. 

I had to choose between the north and the south ; there was 
not sufficient time to visit both. In the end I chose the ruins of 
the south. But instead of going direct I decided to pay first of 
all a visit to the Coast, to Lima, the City of Kings, the seat of the 
viceroys of the Castillian rulers of old, and the capital of the 
present Republic of Peru. 

Consequently we made our way to the little town of Oroya, 
whence the railroad makes its way westwards over the Highlands, 
subsequently to cross the Western Andes, and then descend 
rapidly down the western slope of the mountains to the Pacific 
Ocean. This railway, the highest anywhere in the world, is one 
of the greatest engineering achievements of the nineteenth century. 
It was built chiefly to allow the export of the precious ores and 
minerals from the Andean mines ; the desolate Hi g hla nds produce 
nothing else in sufficient quantity to allow of export. 

Oroya itself is one of the drabbest and most unattractive 
towns anywhere in the world, but to us it meant the outpost of 
“ civilization.” By means of the railroad wc were once more in 
touch with the outer world, and merrily enough we started on our 
journey Lima-wards the next day. At first our train had to pull 
up the long slope leading from the Central Highlands to the pass 
through the Western Cordilleras, through the same wild scarred 
mountain scenery which had marked our journey farther to the 
east. At the top of the pass, 15,900 feet high, we could see on 
either side of us great moimtain peaks whose tops were covered, 
even in this equatorial region, with never-melting snow. Then 
started the long, steep plunge, circling, winding, zigzagging, down 
the precipitous side of the mountains. 

Near where we started our downward course there sprang up 
a tiny stream fed by the melting glaciers of the mountains. We 
followed the course of the valley which this little rivulet had worn 
out on the side of the great mountains. It was the Rimac, “ the 
river of babbling waters,” on the banks of which far below wc 
knew lay the city of Lima — which derives its name from the 
river. 
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The western slope of the Andes showed us Nature in still another 
asiK'ct. Compared with the luxuriant forest growth of La Montana, 
the Highlands had seemed to us bleak and bare. But even in the 
Highlands there are oceasional showers giving rise to a shimmer 
of faint pale green, where mosses and wild short grass bravely 
maintain their existence. Consequently the Highlands are a 
luxuriant garden compared with the Western Slope. On the 
Pacific Coast rain is almost unknown, and the hills and plains 
form one vast scene of desolation — a realm of sand and dust and 
death, save where the mountain streams, fed by the melting 
snows, bring life-giving moisture to the narrow valleys through 
which they run. Here the earth yields richly and manifoldly, so 
while we saw in the distance only desert and silence and desolation, 
our train was boarded from time to time by the dwellers of the 
\ alloys, peddling huge baskets of luscious Wits and monstrous 
bouquets of violets and pansies. 

My friend, the prisoner, who was still with us, bought wildly 
everything that was offered — fruits, flowers, and even tickets for 
tlie National lotteries that w'orc everywhere on sale. It was his 
last day of freedom ; that same evening he was to enter prison. 
His trial and verdict were still to come, and no one knew when, 
if ever, he would emerge again ; so he wanted to have a last 
luxurious fling at life. 

In a rather unexpected way I was made to share in his anxiety. 
In Oroya he had telegraphed to his family in Lima asking them 
to look after his wife during his imprisonment, but he had received 
no reply. He therefore begged me, in case his relations did not 
turn up at the station, to take his wife to a hotel with me and 
look after her until further arrangements could be made. 

In romantic passionate South America, looking after a pretty 
young woman who is another man’s wife is rather a ticklish 
business, and I shook in my shoes at the thought of it. I gave up 
looking at the scenery and devoted my time to praying that his 
family would not fail to appear. 

Shortly after sunset we completed our long descent. Eight miles 
before reaching the coast and the harbour city of Callao, we 
steamed into Lima station. My friend looked in vain among the 
teeming crowd for a familar face. He was just about to be 
nmrehed away by his guard, leaving his fair wife under my dis- 
tracted wing, when a new group suddenly pushed its way through 
the surging mass of people. It was “the family” and I was 
saved ! 
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Lima is the city par exceUence of modes and fashions, of elegance 
and face paint, and as there were diplomats and ministers of 
state and their wives to visit, I spent the whole of the next two 
days trying to make myself shipshape.” My wild hair, and beard, 
a sort of jungle fungus, had to be shorn, my rough explorer’s 
costume exchanged for the ” glad rags ” of the city, and the book 
of etiquette studied up, in order to relearn how to handle a knife 
and fork, for on our long journey food had been gulped very much 
on the principle of catch as catch can. 

Then, “ dolled up ” for the fray, I went forth to inspect Lima 
and its inhabitants. It was well worth inspection. A century 
or so ago Lima was the largest and greatest of the Spanish 
American cities ; it was the centre of art, literature, and 
culture. Even to-day something of this spirit broods over the 
old city. The old order has changed — new states and new capitals 
have arisen which vie with, and even outshine, the splendour of 
the old City of the Kings. But within the last few years Lima 
has awakened from the lethargy paused by the glamour of the past. 

Large splendid buildings (it is a pity the old Spanish style has 
not been adhered to) have arisen on every side. Beautiful avenues 
have been laid out and villas built ; the constant stream of motor- 
cars makes the streets almost uncrossable ; in shoit, Lima is 
possessed of all the dubious blessings of twentieth century inven- 
tion and progress. 

But above all things, Lima is once more the centre of fashion 
and of elegance. It is still very much an aristocratic city. Although 
with its suburbs and its harbour, Callao, Lima has a population of 
only about 250 , 000 , a large number of its citizens are exceedingly 
well-to-do. The vast majority of the owners of the mines and of 
the great estates in the Highlands and in the valleys of the coast 
spend their time in the capital. Huge sums of money are brought 
in from the country and are lavished in Lima. The office-holders 
and hangers-on of the Government reap the benefit. Wealth and 
prosperity are visible on every hand, and prices are fixed accord- 
ingly. Lima is the most expensive city in South America, if not 
in the world. 

A great part of this wealth appears to be expended in perfumes 
and frocks for the women. The beauty of the Lima maidens has 
been sung from coast to coast, and the streets of Lima are supposed 
to be paved with broken hearts. By a curious coincidence my 
predecessor in the hotel room which I occupied had committed 
suicide after being jilted by some fair Limancsc. 



OVER THE PASSES TO THE CITY OF THE KINGS 801 

After a careful — and let us say, scientific — study of the women- 
folk of Lima, I came to the conclusion that they are not really 
more beautiful than those of other South American cities, but 
that they are better and more artistically powdered and painted, 
and know how to dress themselves with greater effect. And if in 
this sinful day tie all-powerful Eve must paint and powder, it is 
at least to be recommended that she do so artistically. In- 
cidentally I can give the ladies of Lima another, unsolicited, 
testimonial. They can talk more and faster than any other 
women — and that is saying a good deal. 

More interesting even than the buildings or the women is the 
personality of the man who at present guides the destinies of Peru. 
This is Leguia ; in name the President : in reality the absolute 
Dictator of his country. In his hands worthy senators and babbling 
dejmties are but puppets. His life has been that of a soldier of 
fortune. He has known ruin, exile, and defeat. More than once 
his life has hung by a thread, but each time he has emerged from 
his difficulties victorious. 

I'rom one point of view he is the typical Central and South 
American revolutionary despot. No one knows how to stage a 
resolution more neatly, more unobtrusively, or to time it more 
exactly. No one knows better how to ensure his position by a 
sham election, at which the ballot-boxes are suitably “ salted.” 
No one knows better how to pander in small ways to popular 
opinion, or in the choice and management of his officials to play 
one man off against another, so that all work only for him. 

From 1 908 until 1912 he served his first term as President, and 
learned the lights and shades of the political game. In 1918, a mob, 
with the secret sympathy and connivance of his successor, a gentle- 
man with the very non-Peruvian name of Billingshurst (he was 
of English extraction), who feared his continued influence, 
stormed and destroyed Leguia’s residence, and he himself came 
within an ace of losing his life. For this incident he was convicted 
by the Government of “ disturbing the Public Peace ” and w'as 
forced to flee the coimtry. He remained for six years in England. 

In 1919 he staged his final and very successful revolution ; 
since then he has remained absolute master of the country. For 
the first two or three years of his new regime, the plotters refused 
to believe that he was unshakable in his saddle, and engineered 
the usual military uprising. But the acute and scheming old brain 
of Leguia was too much for them, and each attempted revolution 
was nipped in the bud. One time, indeed, he was caught napping. 



802 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

A group of revolutionaries surprised him and demanded that he 
sign his resignation immediately under pain of death. But the 
wily Leguia, knowing that one of his servants had escaped and 
was seeking aid, continued to parley, bargain, and play with his 
captors until reinforcements arrived, and he was able to turn the 
tables on his assailants. 

Open revolution proving abortive, there followed a period of 
“ palace intrigue,” during which the “ Outs managed to buy over 
a number of the palace officers to a plot to put Leguia out of the 
way. Even a near and trusted relative of the President, one who 
was an officer in the Life Guards, was bought over. But in the 
nick of time Leguia, who has eyes and ears everywhere, and one 
of whose favourite amusements was to act as unofficial censor to 
the post that arrived for anyone at the palace, learned of the plan, 
and the plotters had a busy period trying to escape from the 
country in time. Recently there has been a distinct slump in the 
revolution market ; for the time being the ” Outs ” have given uj) 
the job as hopeless, and Leguia, though loved by none — in fact 
hated by most — is feared and respected by all. 

I had the pleasure of being received twice by him : once in the 
old palace where we walked, as we talked, through the garderi 
laid out by Pizarro. The other time was when he invited me to a 
seat in the Presidential box at a bull-fight. The impression I 
received on each occasion was the same. There was about him 
too much of the hard, cold, and calculating for him to be what the 
Spanish call “ Sympatico.” But, at the same time, one realized 
that one was in the presence of a man not lacking in the elements 
of greatness. 

Unlike most of the South American politicians, Leguia really 
has the interests of his country at heart. Under him Peru has 
developed enormously. Roads have been built all over the land, 
wireless stations have linked up the most distant parts of the 
Republic. A discriminate use of public money in filling a number 
of political appointments was a custom too deep-seated in South 
America for Leguia to do away with it entirely, but nepotism and 
political jobbery have been cut down enormously, and public 
finance placed on a sound foundation. Above all, though Leguia 
jealously guards the national interests, foreigners in Peru are 
justified in believing that as long as he remains in power, their 
investments in Peru are safe. 

Present day Lima was sufficiently fascinating, but in addition 
there were many things which brought to our minds the charm 
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and the romance of the old colonial days. What purports to be 
the mummy of Pizarro rests in a crypt in the Lima Cathedral, the 
largest and most beautiful church in South America. This mmnmy 
was dug up from a forgotten comer a few years ago, but it is 
strange how unbonoured, unsung, how little remembered Pizarro 
is in Peru. The Peruvians have the statue-erecting craze. There 
is a statue to Columbus, to the “ Liberators,” Bolivar and San 
Martin. There arc statues of tinpot politicians of no importance 
in their own day and of less in ours, but there is no statue to mark 
the memory of the great conqueror and adventurer to whom 
modem Peru, as well as the City of Lima, owes its very existence. 
Yet what a man he was 1 

In a time and a country where pride of birth was almost in- 
sufferable, and the barrier between the classes almost unsur- 
mountable, Pizarro, a bastard, and in his youth a swineherd, 
fought and starved for years as a private soldier, but was destined 
in the end to glitter in ribbons and gold and silver as a Marquis 
among the Castillian grandees, and to rule the vast Inca Empire 
as the Viceroy of his King. 

The conquest of Peru was carried out by no young dashing 
soldier of fortune, full of youthful zest for life. Pizarro at the 
time of the conquest was an old man of sixty-three, whose strength 
had been sapped by exposure, privation, and starvation. Twice 
previously the parties which he headed for the conquest of Peru 
came back empty-handed after suffering untold privations and 
difficulty. 

Laughed to scorn by his contemporaries, he set out a third time, 
accompanied by only a hundred and sixty soldiers. Yet even to 
get this handful of men together had involved months of toil and 
hardship, of grinding poverty and incessant fighting against 
obstacles. But this time he was successful. With an army of less 
than two hundred men he defeated and eonquered an Empire of 
ten million, one possessing a huge, well-organized army, and 
defended by a hundred forts. 

Unlettered, cmel, tyrannical, Pizarro was, to be sure, but a 
magnificent adventurer. He not only laid the foundation for 
Spanish mle in America, but he took the tiny Inca settlement of 
Lima, and by establishing there his capital, made of it the City 
of the Kings. ^ 

To this city came a long line of proud and princely Viceroys — 

* Actually the “King*” referred to are the three “Wise Men,” or Kings from 
the East, who were adopted as patron saints 
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Princes, Dukes, and Marquesses (in the list of their long pompous 
names it is refreshing to meet the name of O’Higgins, who was 
Viceroy at the beginning of the nineteenth century). From Lima 
these men ruled over the greater part of the Spanish possessions 
in South America. At this time the Yiceroyalty of Peru included 
Ecuador, Bolivia, and Chile, as well as the country that is now 
known as Peru. This territory was greater in size than the whole 
of Western Europe. 

With the Viceroys came the officials of their court, stiff-necked 
but needy cavaliers, soldiers of fortune, and devil-may-cares. 
Some brought with them their courtly and graceful spouses from 
Spain, others took unto themselves as wives maidens of Peru. 
Thus were founded the great families of Peru, which still exert 
such an enormous influence in the land. Here and there, even in 
the modern city of Lima, one flnds some of the palatial dwellings 
built by these early aristocratic settlers. 

Nor did Catholic Spain fail to send shiploads of priests, priests 
of every order, some to convert — if need be by force— the Indians ; 
others to act as chaplains in the splendid Viceregal Court. Here, 
as elsewhere, the Franciscan, Dominican, and Jesuit Fathers were 
particularly active, and left behind them the beautiful convents 
and churches — ^memorials of their activity. 

In the Dominican church are the remains of St. Anna, the first 
and most important of all the Saints whose native land was the 
New World, and who is the special patron, according to the 
Roman church, of all true believers in both North and Soutli 
America. 

Not far away from the Plaza de Armas is the site of the old 
Inquisition— the Holy Office — where hundreds of men were tried 
by torture as to the soundness of their faith. Hundreds of men 
and women, found guilty of heresy, were led from the gloomy old 
building to the central square, there to pay the last penalty for 
their unbelief. 
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IN THE HIGHLANDS WHERE THE INCA HELD SWAY 

L ima reaches back even further than to Colonial times. 
Not far distant from the city are three magnificent ruins 
which date from the early Inca days. These in their 
^decaying splendour throw a glamour over the whole of 
the surrounding country. In order, however, to appreciate more 
fully the vastness of the ancient Inca Empire and the magnificence 
of its culture, we made several journeys from Lima to various 
points even more noted as centres of Inca influence. 

One of these journeys was to take us back to the Highlands, but 
to the Highlands of the far south, the very heart of the ancient 
F^mpire, in which was situated Cuzco, its capital. It would have 
been possible to do the whole journey by land, but in this land of 
poor communication it was advisable to travel as far as possible 
by sea. Consequently we went from Lima proper to its seaport, 
Callao, and there embarked on a ship which was to take us far 
down the coast to the harbour of Mollendo where we could once 
more strike inland. 

The ship was so packed that we were at first unable to secure 
cabin accommodation, but eventually a thoughtful “ gift ” to the 
Steward produced a special cabin for myself and my two com- 
panions. We were in a part of the world where “ gifts ” play an 
extremely important part in life. 

The ship on which we were travelling was a Peruvian one. The 
vast majority of its passengers were paid voters who were on their 
way south to vote in a plebiscite which was to decide whcl her the 
province of Arica was to be Peruvian or Chilian. After the famous 
war of 1880, wherein Peru was so ignominiously defeated by 
Chile, Chile annexed permanently the Southern Coast line of Peru 
with its valuable nitrate deposits and furthermore occupied 
“ temporarily ” the provinces of Tacna and Arica. This 
“ temporary ” occupation has continued down to the present 
time, despite the frequent attempts Peru has made to re-secure 
u 305 
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her ancient provinces. In 1926, as the result of renewed agitation 
on the part of the Peruvians, the question of the ultimate suzerainty 
over the disputed area was submitted to President Coolidge for 
arbitration. This cautious man, not wishing to offend either 
party by giving over the territory to the other, ordered that a 
vote of its inhabitants and native sons should decide its fate. 

A sweet and simple solution theoretically, but one fraught witli 
many practical difficulties. All persons born in Tacna and Arica, 
even though resident in either Peru or Chile, were to have the 
right to vote, provided that they returned to their native home. 
Consequently both Governments busied themselves shipping to 
the two provinces as many voters as possible. Voters were to 
have free passage and full expenses during their stay in the 
territory. A surprisingly large number seemed able to prove that 
they were natives of the almost desert region. I could only 
conclude that in this particular desert people must have bred 
like rabbits. 

Voters at the best of times are strange animals, but the present 
crew would have “ taken the cake ” at any voters’ competition. 
The cows and pigs on the after-deck were distinctly cleaner and 
sweeter. A moving picture of how these enfranchised citizens ale 
would have thrown Charlie Chaplin into the shade. In the even- 
ings, under the influence of pisco, the strong native spirits, each 
man developed a yearning to deliver a patriotic speech. As every- 
body spoke, and nobody listen<*d, th(‘ general effect was highly 
edifying. I thought seriously of Ix'coming a voter myself, but 
was told I was too young and inexperienced fur the job. 

I was not sorry when the ship stood off the stormy cliffs of 
Mollendo, and we could say goi^-bye to our fellow-passengers. 
Nearly all the ports on the West Coast are wretched affairs, no 
true harbours at all. The so-called port of Mollendo is one of 
the worst of them. Our ship anchored far out at sea, and in order 
to land we had to plough through the high waves in a tiny boat- 
owned, I soon discovered, by highway robbers. Half-way between 
.ship and shore the boatmen suddenly demanded three times the 
stipulated sum. I took a look at the surrounding waves, and was 
at first inclined to accede to their outrageous request, but after 
thinking devoutly of some Scotch ancestors of mine, I eventually 
plucked up courage to tell the men that far from increasing the 
promised rate of pay they would have to be content with one- 
half the sum originally agreed to, as otherwise I should swim 
ashore and report the matter to the police. The boatmen must 
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have believed my wild threat, as they immediately began to row 
towards the docks once more. 

But in Mollendo there was no beach, and the cliffs were so high, 
and the water so rough, that it was impossible to disembark 
directly. We had to sit on a huge chair controlled by a dock 
crane, which descended to the water, level with our boat. There 
was then a quick whirl through the air, and we were suddenly 
dropped down on land. 

Mollendo itself wc found of no importance. It was merely the 
gateway to the interior, the starting-point of a railway leading to 
Arequipa and the high plateau of the Inca-land. 

Wc therefore made our way to the railway station as soon as 
possible, and in a crowded train we slowly puffed up a long incline 
leading up the Andes. After two hours of puffing, we emerged on 
La Joya Plain — ^a sort of terrace on the upward climb, and the 
bed of a huge lake in the long-distant past. A large number of 
curious half-moon-shaped sand-dunes of greenish-white sand stood 
out against the dark brown-red earth of the plain itself. Other 
deserts in the world produce .somewhat similar phenomena, but 
the dunes of La Joya are unique in the exquisite perfection of 
Ihcir form — sand-dunes where no sand seems to exist — cameo 
picture.s fashioned by Mother Nature. But these cameos are 
travellers — moving mountains driven along by the wind that 
made them, at the rate of about a hundred feet a year. 

After the plain had been passed, wc continued our climb through 
a high, deep-cut narrow gorge, one worn out by the water, which 
exposed to view some of the most beautiful and vividly coloured 
rocks that I had ever seen, rocks which in their delicate brilliancy 
not even the Grand Cafion, their nearest rival, can surpass. In 
South Peru, the Western Andes are much broader and their 
crumpling more complicated than in the north, and when in the 
evening we arrived at Arequipa, some 7000 feet above sea-level, 
we were still far from the crest of the range. 

Arequipa, the second city of Peru, I found so charming that we 
stayed there several days. Arequipa, too, owes its exi.stence to 
the great conquistador, Pizarro, but it has remained more faithful 
than Lima to the old Spanish ideal, and in coming to Arequipa 
one feels one is thrown back some two or three hundred years. 
The old, rambling courtyards enclosing Spanish houses, with their 
elaborately carved gateways, have held their own, and in these 
houses still live the proud descendants of “ the first families ” of 
Spain, several of them retainh^, even in republican days, the 
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titles of Marquis or Duke given to their ancestors by the kings 
of old. 

Curiously enough, amongst the distinguished families of Are- 
quipa are several with English names, descendants of English 
settlers of several generations ago, most of them intensely proud 
of their English descent — ^and unable to speak a word of 
English 1 It seems that it is only here in South America that the 
conservative Englishman in the second generation can forget his 
language, his customs, and his ideas. And even then the race- 
consciousness persists. 

Arequipa, with its beautiful churches and old world houses, is 
rendered even more charming by the magnificent mountains which 
surround it. On one side is Pichipichi, on another Chachani, 
whose 20,000-foot summit climbers have tried in vain to ascend. 
More majestic than either is Mount Misti, the “ guardian angel of 
Arequipa,” whose beautiful cone is all the more beautiful because 
from its perpetually snow-covered top there ascends a continual 
spiral of smoke. Misti is one of the several South American 
volcanoes which are still active. It is not unnatural that Arequipa, 
in the near neighbourhood, should suffer from frequent earth- 
quakes. It is strange how mankind dares to live under the shadow 
of the fires of hell. 

On the sides of Misti, overlooking the city, Harvard University 
has erected, and still maintains, an astronomical observatory to 
take advantage of the brilliant starlit nights of Peru. 

The Manager of the Southern Railroad was kind enough to give 
us the use of a motor-car that ran along the railroad tracks so that 
we could see more of the country through which we were to pass. 
As we continued our climb upwards after leaving Arequipa, we 
could see most clearly, on the bare exposed sides of the mountains, 
that most of the rocks were of sedimentary character— built up 
of sediment which had been deposited on the bed of the ocean in 
the long-distant days when the whole of the Andes lay under 
water. Here and there, however, were intrusions of volcanic rock. 
It is no doubt due to the ancient volcanoes that the region is rich 
in hot mineral springs, to which all sorts of medical properties 
have been ascribed. 

It was strange to sec the steam arising from the water, for as 
we rose higher and higher, the cold began to make itself more and 
more intensely felt. By the time we arrived at Crucero Alto, the 
pass that leads through the Western Andes to the broad tableland 
beyond, and which lies some 14,700 feet above the sea, we were. 
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iu spite of our coats and blankets, chilled to the bone. Curiously 
enough, the only one who was at all seriously troubled by mountain 
sickness was our Indian driver, a native of the mountains, who 
had covered this stretch for years. It reminded me very forcibly 
of an old college friend of mine who served for some three or four 
years as a ship’s sm^eon, but was eventually forced to give up his 
job and go back to land, because of the fact that on every voyage 
he suffered terribly from sea-sickness. 

Shortly after starting the long descent we passed two most 
beautiful lakes, the remnants probably of ancient glaciers, more 
than equal in loveliness to any of the Alpine lakes. 1 am sure that 
in the days to come Southern Peru will be one of the great tourist 
centres of the world. 

Gradually we descended to the level of the great tableland 
itself, some 18,000 feet above sea-level. Here the country was 
more level and open than we had found it farther to the north. 
On emerging from the luxuriant vegetation of the Amazon, this 
Highland had struck us as barren and desolate, but now in contrast 
with the utterly desert sands of the coast this Highland appeared 
rich in verdiu«, a land flowing with milk and honey. Far, far up 
the sides of the hills ran the terraces where the native subjects of 
the Incas had planted and harvested their crops. Many of these 
terraces are still in use ; others are deserted, for since the days 
of the Spanish conquest hundreds of thousands of Indians have 
been killed, or have succumbed to oppression, so that only about 
a million natives survive, out of the ten million over which the 
Children of the Sun are supposed to have held sway. 

We slept that night in the village of Juliaca, where a large and 
beautiful cathedral reminded us of the Spanish occupation, but 
where everything else was pure Indian. We were now really in 
the home of the Incas. Juliaca is an important junction. To the 
south the road led to Lake Titicaca, the sacred lake of Peru, and 
to La Paz ; to the north, to Cuzco, the old Inca capital. In the 
present instance our way lay northwards, but before continuing 
our journey, I was very anxious to penetrate more deeply into 
the native life we saw around us. 

We had come to study the Incas, and as the people of the High- 
lands were the direct descendants of the Incas, I believed that 
by observing the life and customs of the modern natives we should 
more readily understand remains of the ancient cultures when 
we came to them. 

The town of Juliaca was very primitive, but I knew that in the 
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smaller villa^s of the great tableland the old Inca customs and 
traditions were even better preserved. I was therefore delighted 
to accept an invitation extended to us by one of the great land- 
owners of the region to visit his hacienda, or estate, which lay 
some thirty miles away. Horses were provided for us, and on 
these we galloped across the plains towards our destination. 

On our arrival at the hacienda we were greeted in an almost 
feudal fashion, the administrator of the estate and a number of 
Indians rushing out to meet us. The house itself, as usual, con- 
sisted of a number of courtyards with each room opening in- 
dependently into its own courtyard. One huge courtyard was 
surrounded by various bams and stables and by a large and 
imposing church. Each estate here has to run a church in order 
to impress the natives. In the courtyard itself a number of trees 
were growing — a great achievement in this part of the world, and 
only to be attained by building a circular mud wall around each 
tree to prevent it from freezing 1 At least that was the story told 
me, and I looked wise and accepted it — though why in a court- 
yard already prottet(‘d from the icy wind an additional wall can 
prevent the roots freezing, is more than I can understand. 

There was a sort of gloomy grandeur about the place. The 
walls, of course, were of adobe or sun-dried brick, but the rooms 
were stuffed full of heavy carpets and plush furniture, and hideous 
gilt chromos, which must have cost a small fortune to bring here. 
Nothing worked — ^the running water didn’t run, the lighting 
fixtures didn’t light, and the playing piano didn’t play. Of books 
there was no sign — ^but I found the old Administrator reading a 
newspaper two years old. He had already read it two hundred 
times, and was working his way through it again. 

But it could hardly be otherwise. My host, like all of his kind, 
spent the greater part of his time in his beautiful house in far- 
away Lima, and stayed, at the most, one month of the year 
here at the hacienda, in order to eolleet the income of the estate. 
Country estate life, as we know it in America and more particularly 
in England, is entirely lacking. In South Anierioa a man would ns 
soon devote himself to rat -catching as to fox-hunting. 

It was a marvel to me that in these condition.s, with only n 
sleepy old Administrator to look after affairs, and at an altitude 
of 18,000 feet above sea-level, where the cold at night was so 
intense that very few crops could be grown, that the estate paid 
as well as it did. The seemingly desolate acres which surrounded 
the house brought in a net profit of over £2500 a year — practically 
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all of which, of course, was spent in Lima. The value of the 
estate was therefore estimated at £25,000, In this bleak desolate 
country, an estate which does not bring in more than 10 per cent 
on capital is considered a very poor affair — in contrast to the rich 
land of England where 4 per cent is considered a very excellent 
return. 

I was particularly interested to sec the life led by the Indians 
on the estate. True descendants of the Incas, they had changed 
none of their customs merely bceause their families had lived for 
centuries as tenants on a white man’s estate. Their houses stood 
in little clusters in various parts of the hacienda. All tliese huts — 
they were no more — ^the Indians had built themselves in their 
spare time. The landlord here has neither to build houses nor 
spend money on repairs for his tenants. The huts themselves 
were much as they were at the time of the Incas. Even in the 
aneient days the stone palaces were confined to the Sons of the 
Sun, and the priests and nobles. In Cuzco, as w'cll as in the 
country, the “ people ” lived in tiny mud huts, such as I now saw 
around me. Most of the huts consisted of a single room, scarcely 
man high — so small that no respectable cat would allow herself 
to be swung round in it — ^without windows and with a tiny do*jr 
through which one had to crawl. 

The ancient Peruvians may have been Sun-worshippers, but 
the modern Peruvians are extraordinarily careful to see that the 
sun never enters their huts — and they seem to regard fresh air 
with equal animosity. Inside the hut a pile of skins furnishes the 
bed for the family, and a cooking-pot or two completes the 
furniture inventory. In view of what the light and fresh air 
faddists tell us, it is remarkable that the Sierra people are so 
vigorous and strong as they appear to be. 

Each man becomes owner of a certain amount of land free of 
rent. When he marries he receives half as much again. With this 
he can do what he pleases, but in return therefor three days in the 
week he and his wife (should he have one) must work w'ithoiit 
wages for the landlord. Three days he devot(‘s lo his own land - 
while Sundays arc devoted to Church and to booze. 

It generally works out that the hacicndcro has the direct use of 
only half of his prop<*rty, as the other half is given out to his 
Workers. Under this arrangement the Indians fare reasonably 
well — better, strangely enough, than when they have the nominal 
ownership of the land. 

Next door to this estate was one owned by an old native Ayllu, 
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or clan, vrith its ancient Communistic organization. This clan, 
not wishing to become subject to a white overlord, had purchased 
immunity, by way of a heavy annual tax, or tribute, to the State, 
but this tax was so heavy that the members of the community were 
kept poorer than the mere tenants next door. 

Many of the tenant Indians, in spite of their miserable huts and 
“ simple life,” are extremely weU>to>do ; some, in fact, are really 
wealthy. But in the majority of cases drink and the priests take 
away the greater part of their savings. The priesthood here has an 
enormous influence, and exact huge donations from the peasantry. 

More particularly do the yearly festivals exert a deleterious 
influence upon the Indians. Each year a Master of the Festival 
is chosen, and he has to bear the whole cost of the affair, which 
frequently runs into many hundreds of pounds, so that the 
Festival Master, as the result of the honour paid to him, is in 
debt for several years afterwards. 

Near one of the huts I found a number of heavy polished stones, 
which in ancient days had served as the heads of battle-axes and 
battle-clubs, souvenirs of the old days when the Indian was free 
and independent. These old days are gone, the present Indians 
do not even know what these things were meant for ; but the 
sullen slow-burning hatred of the native for the white is there, 
and only awaits an opportunity to burst into flame. 

My host, with the boundless hospitality of the South American 
gentleman, put himself out to see that the table was well served, 
but to his astonishment 1 insisted upon eating the real products 
of the land — which were supposed to be fit only for Indians — and 
for whites only when nobody was looking. 

It is extraordinary how difficult it is for the average tourist in 
South America to get really native dishes. In the hotels and 
when he is invited out to private houses he is given imitation 
French cooking. In Lima I tried in vain at my hotel to get maize 
(choklo) and sweet potatoes (kamote) served. The waiter was 
shocked at the very idea of these common things being served in 
a respectable hotel. Strange this universal prejudice against the 
sweet potato. Even in far-away Japan it is an insult to offer a 
man a sweet potato, and here in South America they are eaten 
only by the peasants. 

On the tableland of the Andes it is too cold for the sweet potato, 
which belongs to the coastal valleys, and maize can be grown 
only with difficulty. But to make up for this there is every con- 
ceivable variety of the other sort of potato. Peru is, of course, the 
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home of the potato, and over two hundred different varieties are 
known, to say nothing of the oka, a tuber quite similar to the 
potato. Even my expansive appetite could not cope with all the 
varieties, but I sampled as many as I could. 

I was particularly interested in tasting kinoa and chuno, two 
dishes famous in the ancient Inca days. Kinoa I found to consist 
of tiny seeds resembling millet, and when boiled in a mash and 
eaten with syrup it is most delicious. It is considered to be ex- 
tremely nourishing, and I am surprised that some wealthy 
American manufacturer has not put it on the world market a 
breakfast cereal. 

On the subject of chuno, of even greater fame as an Inca delicacy, 
I could not wax so enthusiastic. There are two kinds of chwno, 
but both are in reality only our old friend, the potato, in disguise — 
but very well disguised. To make what is known as black chuno, 
potatoes are exposed in winter for several days and nights on the 
frozen fields until they, too, arc thoroughly frozen. The natives 
then come, and with their bare feet trample again and again on 
the tubers until all the water is squeezed out of them. They are 
then left for another three weeks on the field to dry. By this 
time the potatoes have become small hard black balls, each about 
tlie size of a walnut. In this form they last for many years — ^the 
Indians say for centru'ies, without going bad. They have not the 
sliglitest similarity to the potatoes which in Europe, by accident, 
become frozen or frost-bitten, and which the good housewife 
throws away. 

The other kind of chuno, called white chuno, is made by soaking 
the potatoes for a week or so in water, before placing them on the 
fields for the same process of trampling and drying to be carried 
out. The potatoes so treated shrivel up into small white balls, which 
also last for all eternity. It is indeed strange that in order to pre- 
pare a shrivelled-up, desiccated potato, one has to soak it in water. 

I managed to eat a fair quantity of the chuno balls with no 
great dilRculty, in spite of the fact that I knew that the Indians 
"ho had trampled them had never washed their feet during the 
whole coimsc of their lives. But what does a little thing like dirt 
niatter when one dines upon Inca dishes I After my experience 
in the Amazon with kashiri, even chicha, the native beer, was not 
impossible. 

Chicha, like kashiri, consists largely of saliva, but unlike kashiri, 
which is prepared from chewed-up mandioka, chicha is made by 
the natural fermentation of masticated maize grains. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 


THE CAPITAL OF THE SONS OF THE SUN 

S O hospitable was our host that it was difficult to get away. 
But it was necessary to continue our journey without 
further delay. We made our way back to the railroad 
and were soon whirling over the plains, northwards, in the 
direction of Cuzco. 

We could see that all of these plains were drained by Titicaca 
(or Titikaka), the sacred lake far to the south. In fact, the whole 
of the tableland, over which we were passing, must in earlier 
days have formed part of the lake, which was then one of the 
largest lakes in the world. 

To either side of us, we could see from time to time little Indian 
villages, and here and there herds of graceful llamas. High over 
our heads circled a condor, the king of birds, but now a mere 
speck in the blue. 

It was along this road that the legendary founders of the Inca 
Empire are said to have come. For tradition says that the Sun- 
Gk)d, having pity upon degraded mankind, sent two of his children 
(Manko Kapak and Mama Koya) down to earth to establish a 
divine rulership. They first appeared in Lake Titicaca and then 
gradually made their way northwards until they came to Cuzco, 
where they established their kingdom. 

In the early afternoon we came to a low pass forming a water* 
shed. To the south were the broad plains over which we had 
come, with a little river running down to the sacred lake ; to tlic 
north a long narrow valley began. Through this valley ran a 
tiny, babbling, rushing brook ; one to me of enormous interest, 
for this little Ibrook was one of the two chief fountains of the great 
Amazon River on which we had spent so many months. 

On the same afternoon wc were treated to the spectaele of an 
amateur and unstaged bull-fight. The railroad was still so new 
to this part of the world that the animals had not accustomed 
themselves to it. So it came about that a splendid specimen of a 

314 



THE CAPITAL OF THE SONS OF THE SUN 815 

bull who was on the track disapproved strongly of the puffing of 
our little engine, and decided to attack in full charge. The result 
was a brief moment of angry glory ; then a few blood spots on 
the track. 

Late in the evening we arrived at our goal, the city of Cuzco. 
Our first impressions were not very favourable. In a pour ing 
rain we were jumbled from the station into the city by a rickety 
tram-car pulled by two tiny discouraged mules, who were most of 
the time up to their knees in mud. Once in the city we discovered 
that Cuzco has the distinction of having the worst hostels in the 
world. 

But, in spite of the filth and the vile hostels, Cuzco was well 
worth seeing. As the oldest city in South America, a great 
metropolis long before Columbus sailed for America, Cuzco had 
all the peculiar charm which goes with age. As the ancient 
capital of the Inca Empire, the whole city seemed haunted by 
shadows telling of the vanished glories of the distant past. 

Still, during the many days I spent in Cuzco, it was not merely 
the far-distant past which claimed my attention. Carnival days 
arrived while we w'ere still in the city, and these brought me 
swiftly and forcibly to the present again. Carnival is a most 
important institution all over South America. While it lasts 
everyone deliberately, and with malice aforethought, goes insane, 
and there is a wild competition to see who can paint the town the 
reddest. Everyone saves up all during the year so that he can 
squander freely during these two or three days in the early part 
of February. 

I first learned of the existence of Carnival as I was leaning down 
examining an old Inca wall. A large bucket of water emptied 
with deadly aim over my back told me that the festivities had 
officially begun. My wavy whiskers and somnambulistic appear- 
ance (an appearance assumed every time I pretend to be an 
archajologist) were thereafter the frequent and special objects of 
attack. 

Everybody had a right to throw things at everybody else, and 
in a few minutes the street was knee-deep in confetti and paper 
“ snakes.” The chief weapon, however, was water — water, for 
the most part, perfumed and coloured. The odour of this water 
compared favourably with that of a first-rnte skunk, and its 
colour would have made a rainbow fade into insignilicanee. In 
addition to the wholesale bucketfuls — deadly only at a short 
distance — eggshells were filled with the precious liquid and then 
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throim with remarkable aim. After a charming young lady from 
an upper window had thrice hit the bull’s-eye, with my nose for a 
target, I decided that the old jokes about girls’ throwing were 
badly in need of revision. 

During Carnival time the Creole, or the Spanish-American 
women and girls, emerge from their semi-Oriental retirement, 
and from their first-storey balconies exchange water-eggs and 
compliments, in as “ fresh ” a fashion as the most flippant of 
English or American flappers. 

I and my two companions started a battle royal and a violent 
flirtation with three damsels in the house opposite to the hostel in 
which we lived. The particular object of my passion was the 
young lady with the deadly aim, under whose fire my face had 
suJflered so badly. In such conditions what heart could remain 
cold, what pulse would not beat more rapidly, and when, after 
considerable secret practice, I managed to throw an egg into her 
classic features, 1 felt my passion was stire to be returned. 

No doubt the proper thing to have done was to have taken a 
guitar and sung under her window, but as I had no guitar, and as 
my friends tell me I am unable to sing (though on this point I 
always think that they are wrong), 1 could only buy a huge 
bouquet of flowers and send it up to the fair enchantress. The 
next day, as I passed by the house, there was dropped down not 
a bucket of water but one of my roses, around the stem of which 
I discovered a note giving all three of us a rendezvous. 

That afternoon we therefore secretly climbed up the back stair- 
case of the House of Romance and were entertained with tea and 
conversation by the three young ladies. Once 1 “ put my foot in 
it ” by addressing my flame as “ Queen of the Incas.” She 
immediately flared up and declared that she was no Indian, so 
that I had to hasten to assure her that a Queen of the Incas was 
not obliged, herself, to be an Inca. 

Just as we were getting this important matter settled, a maid 
burst in saying that “ father ” was coming home, and we had to 
flee for our lives down the back staircase. So began and ended my 
solitary Peruvian romance. 

But we were not through with the Carnival yet ! That same 
night, the culminating night of the festivities, my little party was 
forcibly incorporated in a large banquet held at our hotel by the 
leading lights of Cuzco’s male society. The banquet became more 
and more liquid as time went on, and though I managed to escape 
the worst consequences by pouring the greater part of the ever- 
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renewed contents of my glass under the table, 1 could not avoid 
having my right-hand neighbour, an eminent Professor in Cuzco 
University, blubber in a heart-broken way upon my shoulder, nor 
having my left-hand neighbour, Cuzco’s leading barrister, kiss me 
upon both cheeks, swesning eternal brotherly friendship. 

My two companions were occupied with a young officer on the 
other side of the table, until he reached a stage where he could 
neither walk nor talk. Seeing his helpless condition, they then 
undertook to carry him back to his barracks. But when they 
arrived with him at the gateway, the sentries refused to let him 
in without the password, and he, poor man, had no more idea than 
the man in the moon of the proper word. 

So they could only prop their charge up against the wall of the 
barracks and leave him there, hoping that in course of time, 
either the hearts of the sentries would be softened, or that the 
fresh air would bring the password back to the young officer’s 
benumbed intellect. 

After Cuzco had quieted down from the Carnival, I got to know 
many of its leading citizens. They were a very kindly lot, though 
thoroughly immersed in the spirit of feudalism. The people who 
” counted ” were the priests and a small number of Spanish 
families with extensive estates in the surrounding country. Indians 
did all the work, so that the gentry had plenty of time to devote 
to chivalrous and courteous methods of killing time. 

The Prefect (or Governor) of the Province of Cuzco was kind 
enough to provide roe with homes so that I was able to visit the 
extremely interesting ruins all about Ciizco, many of which are 
very little known. He also provided me with a constabulary 
officer as an “ escort,” to see that my dignity was maintained, 
and no doubt also to see that I did not find and run away with 
the hidden treasures of the Incas. 

This escort, in addition to protecting my life against all imagin- 
able (and imaginary) dangers, was able to interpret for me, in the 
long conversations I had with the natives. Strangely enough, 
even after four centuries of conquest and forcible conversion, 
the descendants of the Incas have never learned to speak the 
language of their masters. I found that even in the city of Cuzco 
itself the Indians could not speak ten consecutive words of Spanish, 
and that a mile or two out in the country they could not under- 
stand a single word. 

In addition to the ordinary run of peasants, I met three natives 
who were of extraordinary interest. All three of them were, or at 
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least were considered to be, descendants of the ancient Imperial 
Family, and as such were treated with extreme reverence by their 
fellow-coxmtrymen. Two of them, though remaining absolutely 
Indian in their habits and ideas, had thrown in their lot with the 
Government of the whites, and stood high in official favour. They 
were, in fact, “ go-betweens ” between the Indians of the surround- 
ing country and the Government. When an Indian had a grievance 
or complaint to make, he would lay it before these two tribunes, 
who would in turn take tlte matter up with the Prefect. It was 
rather extraordinary that both men were content to remain 
completely “ Indian ” in their dress and mode of life, yet they 
took the trouble to learn the Spanish language. 

The third descendant of the Incas was very much out of official 
favour. A native Don Quixote dc la Mancha, he still dreamed of a 
revival of the ancient glories of the Inca Empire, when the white 
usurper would be chased from his native land. Already he had 
been imprisoned three times, for an attempt to raise an insurrec- 
tion. In this connection one must not forget that as late as 1786 
another such leader, Tupak Amaru, managed to raise a very 
formidable rebellion, which for a time promised to be successful, 
and which took the Spaniards years to crush. 

The poor despised native of the Highlands, though broken and 
dispirited, still dreams of the splendour of the past, and hopes for 
its revival in the future. 

My interviews with the “ rebel ” had to be few and secret, hut 
the other two Imperial descendants attached themselves to my 
little party, and showed us not only much of the inner life of 
Cuzco, but of the Indian life led by the Quechuas all over the 
surrounding country. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 


THE PAGEANT OF HISTORY TOLD IN STONE 

G uided by our Inca friends, we made a careful study of 
Cuzco’s many historical remains. In this ancient city 
every stone had a story to tell— and told it most 
fascinatingly. Rich churches and monasteries, old 
houses with the coats of arms of the best families of Spain carved 
on their gateways, told of the colonial days, when the Spaniards 
had succeeded to the glories of the Incas. But the stones of these 
colonial buildings once formed part of far older buildings erected 
by the Incas at the dawn of history. Most, if not all, of the Inca 
palaces were of one storey, but with walls so well and strongly 
built that the Spaniards continued to use the existing walls for 
the lower part of their own structures. They merely erected a 
second storey upon these foundations. 

Thus at Cuzco are seen buildings hundreds of years old, super- 
erected upon walls many, many centuries older. But everywhere 
one is struck by the fact that the Incas were far better builders 
than their conquerors. The Spaniards never learned the secret 
of the Inca stone-polishing and stone-fitting. The Spaniards 
cemented their stones together with mortar; but their walls 
are crumbling and falling to pieces, while the older walls, 
which are fitted together without mortar of any kind, are as even 
and strong to-day as on the day on which they were completed. 

I had heard the story of the impermeability of the Inca walls, 
but I was astounded to find how true it was. In spite of earth- 
quakes and centuries of decay, I was unable to slip a safety razor - 
blade between the stones of the Inca walls, so neatly and closely 
were they placed one upon another. There was an air of magic 
about it. Occasionally we could see w'here the Spaniards, in a 
search for treasure, had torn down a portion of the old wall, and 
later with the same stone had carefully tried to rebuild the wall, 
but it had been a miserable failure ; only by the use of copious 
mortar and plaster were the stones made to hold together at all. 

319 
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Cuzco has indeed fallen from its ancient high estate. No longer 
is it the capital of a vast empire, far vaster than the limits of 
present-day Peru. To-day it numbers only some 80,000 souls, 
whereas the ancient city had more than ten times that number. 
Most of its ancient palaces and temples have been destroyed by 
the Spaniards, but the main outlines of the city, as it was in the 
days of the Incas, can still be traced. 

On a high hill to the north of the city lie the remnants of the 
giant citadel and fortress of Saksawaiman, which dominated the 
city and guarded it against attack. Three huge towers, the 
military residence of the Incas and their soldiers, were destroyed 
to provide building stones for the Spaniards, but the enormous 
stones of the triple ramparts still remain — stones far larger than 
a man’s height and weighing many tons. How were they brought 
there and so accurately, so delicately put into place ? 

Near this fortress are several strange caverns reaching far into 
the earth. Here altars to the Gods of the Deep were carved out 
of the living rock, and the many bones scattered about tell of the 
sacrifice,? which were offered up here. The end of one of these 
caverns, Chincana, has never been found. It is supposed to com- 
municate by a long underground passage with the Temple of the 
Sun, in the heart of Cuzco. In this cavern is supposed, and with 
good reason, to be hidden a large part of the golden treasure of 
the Inca Emperors, which was stored away lest it fall into the 
hands of the Spaniards. But the cavern is so huge, so complicated, 
and its passages are so manifold, that its secret has never been 
discovered. 

One man, indeed, is said to have found his way underground to 
the Sun Temple, and when he emerged, to have had two golden 
bars in his hand. But his mind had been affected by days of 
blind wandering in the subterranean caves, and he died almost 
immediately afterwards. Since that time many have gone into 
the cavern — ^never to return again. Only a month or two before 
my arrival the disappearance of three prominent people in this 
Inca cave caused the Prefect of the Province of Cuzco to wall in 
the mouth of the cavern, so that the secret and the treasures of 
the Incas seem likely to remain for ever undiscovered. 

The fortifications must have extended far down the side of the 
hill and well into the city of Cuzco itself. Half-way down the hill 
we noticed some curious terraced walls, ornamented with the 
usual Inca niches. In one of the garden terraces were the ruins of 
a palace popularly supposed to be that of Manko Kapak, the 
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irst of the Incas. From this point the founder of the Inca dynasty 
could survey the whole of the Imperial city. 

At the foot of the hill was the |;reat Plaza, or public square, 
faced by the imposing cathedral and the beautiful church of the 
Company of Jesus, jone of the architectural glories of South 
America. But this great square, in the centre of which was 
executed the last of the Incas, under the gloating eyes of the 
Marquis of Toledo, the Viceroy of Spain, must in the still older 
days have been even more impressive. At one time it seems to 
have been a lake, but this lake was filled in by one of the Inca 
rulers, with earth brought from all parts of the Empire to t3q>ify 
the universality of the Inca regime. The newly fiUed-in ground 
was then the central square where the chief important public 
reremonies — ^both temporal and spiritual — ^were held. 

Around this central square were erected the palaces of all the 
later Emperors. Listening to the many stories told by the natives 
of the old imperial city, I learned that it was the custom of each 
Emperor to erect a palace and a household of his own. Each 
Emperor formed a clan {/lyllu), which persisted even after his 
death. In fact, these imperial clans have persisted even down to 
the present time. Each divine ruler, after his death, was carefully 
embalmed, and in his mummified state he continued to rule over 
his own clan, even though the Empire fell to the lot of his living 
successors. 

Important clan, and even state, affairs were solemnly pro- 
pounded to the embalmed dead, though the answers came 
through the mouths of the priestly servants of the discarnate 
rulers. On important occasions the mummies took part in the 
public processions, and not infrequently the dead kings paid 
visits and shared banquets with one another, though the skeptics 
may believe that the accompanying retainers enjoyed these dinners 
more than their ghostly rulers. 

Attached to each of these palaces was a huge compound — ^the 
size of a block or square — with an encircling wall, containing 
numerous smaller b uilding s. This outer wall was of one storey, 
with the usual slant, reminding one of Egypt, and surmounted by 
a heavy roof of thatch. The wall itself was entirely without 
windows and had only one huge entrance door. Some of these 
palaces themselves have entirely disappeared, but at least the 
wonderful encircling walls have been preserved. 

At the time of the conquest the palaces were divided up among 
the high officers of the Spanish Army. On the north side of the 
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square one can still see the walls of the palace allotted to the great 
conquistador Pizarro himself. Next to it was that of his brother*iii- 
arms, Almagro, who was later his most bitter rival and the cause 
of a protracted civil war. 

On the south side of the square there are the walls of two other 
palaces. One of these belonged to Wainya Kapak, the last of the 
really great Inca rulers, who completed the conquest of Ecuador 
shortly before the arrival of the Spaniards. The other was the Palace 
of the Chosen Ones — ^the huge convent in which were housed the 
“ Vestal Virgins ” of the old Inca regime. The long narrow street 
between the two walls is exactly as it was in the days of the 
ancient Empire. It was along this lane that the great Imperial 
processions took place from the Central Square to the Temple of 
the Sun, which lay further to the south. Along this street came 
the thousands of adoring devotees following the footsteps of tlieii 
divine ruler, who went to offer up sacrifice to his father the Sun- 
God. 

Curiously, and rather appropriately enough, the ancient Falacf 
of the Chosen Ones is now a convent of Catholic nuns, the natural 
successors of the Vestal Virgins of old. Entrance to thi^ nunnery 
is as impossible now as was entrance to the Palace of the Chosen 
Ones in former times. U nder the strict rules of the Order, no outsider, 
and above all, no man, may under any condition enter the convent 
grounds. This restriction is rather unfortunate because the 
interior of the old palace is supposed to be better preserved than 
any other building in Cuzco and well worth careful study. The 
only way for me to see these treasures was to try and seek admission 
as a nun — and as I thought that my bushy beard might betray my 
sex, I gave up the attempt as hopeless. 

The old Inticancha, the Palace of Gold, the far-famed Temple of 
the Sun-God, the supreme divinity of the Incas, is now a Dominican 
monastery. Most of the Sun Temple itself was destroyed in order 
to build upon it the monastery church, though a rounded outer 
wall gave us some idea of the perfection of the stone-work which 
was lavished upon this, the most holy place in the Inca Empire— 
a place so sacred that no living man was allowed to enter it, excepi 
the High Priest of the Empire, and the Emperor himself. A hug'^ 
disc of gold was placed to catch and reflect the rays of the rising 
sun, and another, smaller, to rt'flect the rays of the setting sun. 

Into this holy of holies the Spaniards on their arrival roughl) 
pushed their way, and through the long hours of the night threw 
their dice on the temple floor to see wh,o was to have possessioi 
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of one of the burnished discs of gold (the other had been secreted 
by the Inca priests). It is said that one of the common soldiers 
won it, and lost it again, during the long hours of play. 

To the west of the Sun Temple was the famous garden of gold — 
a curious prototype of a national museum of Natural History. 
Here the principal plants and animals of the Empire were to be 
found — modelled in gold. Needless to say, since the Spaniards 
took possession one looks for these models in vain 1 

But the magnificent walls of the subsidiary “ chapels ” of the 
old temple are well preserved, being incorporated in the cloisters 
of the monastery. On one side are the Temples of the Moon and 
of the Stars ; on the other the Temples of the Rainbow and of 
Thunder and Lightning. The walls of each of these temples are 
lined with niches, and there is a curious black band that runs, 
high up, around the wails. The space abov'e this line was, no 
doubt, especially dedicated to the gods, to which not even a 
priest might ascend, but to which, by raising the hands, sacrifices 
could be offered up to the ghostly divinities. 

In one of the stones of the Temple of the Stars we noticed a 
small hole, through which could be felt and seen a bone, apparently 
from a human skeleton. How it was w’orked into the stone, and 
its exact purpose there, is a mystery, but it seems likely that the 
Incas must have shared a primordial belief that no building could 
be well-built unless it rested upon a blood-sacrifice. The whole 
idea of sacrifice, so prevalent in nearly all religions, played a very 
important part in the Inca creed. 

We were reminded of this fact by a little chapel, between the 
Temples of the Rainbow and of Lightning, which seems to have 
been especially dedicated to preparing various blood-sacrifices. 
Special ruts were cut in the stones of this chapel so that the blood 
of the offerings could run out into the street at the side, and the 
people might see that the gods were being duly appeased. In 
spite of the protests of some of the chroniclers, we now know 
fairly definitely that on important occasions human beings were 
offered up, and that even in the course of ordinary festivals, 
hundreds, and in some cases, thousands of llamas were sacri- 
licially slaughtered. 

Religion was a vital matter In those early days. In the earliest 
days of the Empire the posts of Emperor and High Priest seem to 
have been identical ; and even in later times, when the offices had 
been separated, the High Priest was usually the brother of the 
temporal ruler, and himself possessed of enormous powers. The 
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priests formed a dose and highly important dass, and a third 
portion of all the estates of the land were allotted to the service of 
“ the Church.** 

As we dreamily walked through the long lanes of Cuzco and 
gazed upon the remains of andent days, it was easy enough for 
us to picture to ourselves the glories of the mighty Empire that 
was destroyed at one blow by the hand of Pizarro. This Inca 
Empire appears to have been a thing of magic. According to 
most of the chroniclers the Empire was founded only in 1140. 
Arising suddenly, it was destroyed in 1582, but in the four hundred 
years of its existence it was constantly extended, and eventually 
embraced millions of square miles, reaching to the north as far as 
Colombia, and to the south far down into Chile. It has left 
hundreds of monuments to testify to its architectural achieve- 
ments. Its highways stretched to all parts of the realm. In its 
capital were amassed innumerable trophies which spoke of the 
might of its armies, the wealth of its people, and the artistry of 
its craftsmen. 

The arts and crafts of the Incas seem to have spread, with the 
Inca arms, to many vast stretches of territory where previously 
only barbarism had reigned. The working of stone was brought 
to a state probably never surpassed either before or since. In 
addition to the working of gold and silver, copper and bronze were 
very extensively used — ^to such an extent that the ignorance of 
the use of iron was very little felt. The communications were so 
good that with no horses, and of course no mechanical means of 
transport, messengers crossed the Empire in a few days. They 
were able to reach Quitou in eight days, a journey which, to-day, 
with aU modem conveniences, is supposed to take over a month. 
By railway it takes three days from the coast to the capital ; the 
Inca messengers, by series of relays, made the journey in two, 
and daily brought fish from the sea to supply the Emperor’s table. 

A Spanish chronicler, Montesinos, one of the greatest liars of 
history, claims that in prehistoric days the Peruvians had some 
mode of writing, which was later forgotten. I am firmly convinced 
that this statement was only one of the many other misstatements 
of fact on the part of Montesinos, but what was certainly an Inca 
invention, the kyipu, was a very creditable attempt to supply 
the lack of a written language. The kyipus consisted of series of 
cords of different colours and lengths, which cords were knotted 
in a number of different conventional ways. This invention was 
probably at first merely a tally to count the number of llamas if 
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a herd, or of men in an army, but was later developed so that long 
reports of battles and campaigns could be made by means of it, 
and a class of scribes or learned men — amautm — grew up, who 
were initiated into the mysteiira of tying up and deciphering the 
curious cords. 

It was in their customs and their laws that the Incas showed 
their greatest originality. One of the eccentricities of the Inca 
rtfgime was the fact that each Emperor was supposed to marry 
his oldest sister, who was the supreme lady of the land. His 
unofficial wives, selected frmn the Virgins of the Sun, were number- 
less, but the heir was supposed to be the son of the sister-spouse. 
This custom, so at variance with the usual Indian tendency 
towards exogamy, was prohibited to everyone else in the realm, 
and it is probable that it was an innovation of the later years, 
introduced to raise the dignity of the Imperial line. No other 
family was divine enough to provide a worthy spouse for the 
Emperor. Curiously enough, no physical degeneration seems to 
have been brought about by this intermixture, but it is probable 
that the popular conception of racial degeneration due to inter- 
marriage is largely exaggerated. 

But the most interesting fea''ure of the ancient regime was the 
combination of rigid despotism with an equally rigid communism. 
Backed by the prestige of supposed divine origin, and by an 
elaborate religious system, doubly enforced by an army of three 
hundred thousand men, the Inca rulers were the absolute masters 
of the land and of the people. The Government controlled every 
activity of the population. Elaborate censuses were kept of sdl 
human beings, and of whatever property they were allowed to 
possess. 

A Government controller was in authority over every ten 
families. Every hundred families were governed by a Kundcuna. 
A Kmaka ruled over three or four thousand families. A province 
with some forty thousand families was commanded by a Viceroy 
in direct touch with the Central Government. The authority of 
these officials was absolute, and there was no promotion from one 
rank to another. Nearly all the offices were, in ordinary circum- 
stances, hereditary. An Inca subject, high or low, was supposed 
to stay in the class in which he was bom and to do the work of 
that class. A commoner was not to aspire to a higher position ; 
he was, moreover, not to be educated in the higher arts, lest he 
^Jecome ashamed of his parents and be dissatisfied with his lot. 

But upon this autocratic basis the State was as conununistic as 
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the most fanatical Moscow emissary could desire. Every inch of 
land, all the flocks, all the mines were the property of the State 
and were periodically doled and re-doled out to individual families, 
in accordance with the number of working hands which each 
family contained. No land could be bought or sold, but each 
youth on arriving at manhood was certain of seemring a plot of 
land which he could cultivate. 

Moreover, the land was divided into three sections, one dedicated 
to the Sun-God, from which, of course, the priests received the 
income ; one to the Emperor, from the revenues of which were 
fed the State officials and the Army ; and the third allotted to 
the community. Each man received a plot of land from the 
third division, and in lieu of paying rent, was forced to spend a 
certain time each week in cultivating the land of the Sun-God 
and the Emi>eror. Huge storehouses were erected to receive the 
crops of the Sun-God and those of the imperial lands. Provisions 
to last for years were stored there, and in ease of famine or drought 
these public coffers were opened and the population fed therefrom. 

True to good trades-union principles, no man was allowed to 
work more or better than his fellows — ^lest he gain more than the 
others. Each man’s life was divided into a number of periods 
reaching from infancy to old-age. To each period a particular 
kind of work was allotted. On reaching the age of sixty the 
peasant was allowed to retire from active labour, and was fed 
thereafter from the public coffers. 

The State, once it starts interfering, seemingly knows no 
limits. If by a certain age the peasants had not already chosen 
their life-mates, they were forcibly married-off by the higher 
officials. State regulations decided exactly what was to be worn 
and what was not to be worn ; the exact method of cutting and 
wearing the hair was laid down ; also exactly what ornaments 
could be made use of. Commerce of every sort was prohibited. 
Each community was supposed to bo self-supporting. The 
hereditary guilds of craftsmen provided their beautiful artistic 
products chiefly for the use of the Imperial Court. 

Compulsory and very elaborate systems of irrigation were 
enforced. The guano birds were strictly protected, and the guano 
droppings carefully used as manure. From the State mines were 
extracted gold, silver, and copper, the use of which was limited to 
the Imperial Service. The origin of the enormous stores of Inca 
gold is still a mystery. Peru is rich in silver and copper, hut 
during the centuries of Spanish rule very few gold mines have been 



the pageant of history told in stone 827 

di&covcred, and the source of the Inca gold is as unknown as is 
that of the mines of King Solomon. 

The Inca regime is usually represented as a benevolent despotism. 
Of the despotism there can be no doubt, but the benevolence 
became more obvious the higher up in the social scale one stood. 
The use of gold, silver, and of the fine vicuna wool was limited to 
the Court and the highest nobility. The pleasures of polygamy 
were likewise limited to the highc.st classes — if polygamy can be 
called a pleasure — the average man, no doubt, found it difiicult 
enough to “ boss ” one wife. Ease and luxury could be acquired 
only by birth. 

Pizarro and his adventurous conquistadores, are generally 
pictured as bioodthiisty ruffians who destroyed an idyllic repro- 
duction of Paradise, and arc blamed for compelling, by brute force, 
a sweet peaceable people to adopt a new religion, a new language, 
new customs, and for compelling them to slave for their new 
rulers. This picture is true, but it must not be forgotten that the 
Incas had done exactly these same things. The Qucchua language 
and the official Sun-worship were forced upon the peoples of the 
conquered provinces, many of them with highly developed 
languages and religious organizations of their own. Two-thirds of 
the conquered lands were devoted to the Central Inca organization, 
and the peasants of the newly incorporated territories were forced 
to work the land for the benefit of their Inca masters. 

No, the Incas were not very much better than the Spaniards, 
and could scarcely with justice complain of the treatment they 
received. They were only wiser than their conquerors. Where 
the Spaniards wasted and destroyed, the Incas conserved and 
built up, and because of their magnificent organizing ability they 
are assured of immortality in the history of human culture. 

But in spite of the architectural monuments which they have 
left us here in Cuzco, in spite of the kyipua, and of the records of 
early Spanish chroniclers, there is much concerning the Inca 
Empire which is still shrouded in mystery. Strangely enough, it 
IS only within the last few years, since the various chronicles have 
been critically examined, that we fully realize how little we rcallx 
do know about the origin and development of tlie Incas, or even 
of the building up of the eity of Cuzco. 

The vast majority of the Spanish conquerors who came to Peru 
paid little attention to the eulture and history of the land that had 
fallen into their possession. A few of the more enlightened wrote 
down what they themselves saw, and incorporated in their accounts 
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the legends and traditions of the notiyes os to the events of the 
long-distant past. These chitmides axe of verjr unequal value. 
Some were written by dashing young soldiers who switched hom 
pen to sword and from swcml to pen. A few were written by 
prosy, wordy Government officials. These wrote official reports 
for their superiors in the same “dead" style in which official 
records are written in any bureaucracy. A large number were 
composed by priests. 

By far the most readable of the chronides was written by a 
gentleman who styled himself Garcilasso Inca de la Vega. His 
father was one of the Spanish conquistadores, but his mother was 
a daughter of one of the lost of the Inca Emperors, and the 
chronicler was bom, and spent his boyhood days, in Cuzco, the 
capital of the old Empire. 

Owing to the charm of his style, the romance of his ancestry, 
and his native background, the Comentariot Beales of Garcilasso re- 
mained for centuries the chief authority on early Peruvian culture 
and history. It was one of the principal sources from which 
Prescott drew for his epoch-making History of the Conquest of Peru, 
but in the last few years it has been realized that Garcilasso gives 
us a very one-sided, and in many cases very inaccurate, account 
of the cultimal development of his native land. 

Some of the other chroniclers were as ckccurate as Garcilasso, 
but, unfortunately, no two of the chronicles c»n be made to agree. 

Montesinos, the Miinchausen of Peru, states that Manko Kapak 
had ninety-nine successors, giving the Inca Empire a long and 
varied history (dating back to long before the Christian era). All 
the other chroniclers give Manko only thirteen or fourteen suc- 
cessors, and would allow the Inca Empire, at the earliest, the 
eleventh century as a starting-point. But the discrepancies do 
not end here. All the chroniclers flatly contradict one another on 
every important detail. Events ascribed to one monarch by 
Garcilasso are reported of quite another Emperor by Cieza. 
Garcilasso, with his rosy-hued sptectacles, makes the succession of 
the Inca Sovereigns regular, orderly, and uneventful ; Sarmienio 
records a whole series of Court intrigues, revolutions, and usurpa- 
tion. With the chronicles you pay your money and take your 
choice ! 



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 


THE OBIOIN OE THE INCAS 

I T is only of the last hundred years of the Inca Empire that 
vfe can claim definite knowledge. It must have hem about 
1420 that the great Emperor Pachakutek — ^the name mean- 
ing the Reformer, or he who remakes the world — ^lived. He 
reorganized the laws and institutions of the Inca Empire on a more 
stable basis ; made of it, in fact, a real Empire, instead of a loose 
confederation of friendly and vassal tribes, and started new and 
far-rcaehing campaigns of conquest. Before his time the Inca 
Enjpire must have consisted chiefly of the highland around, Cuzco, 
and the land further south around Lake Titikaka. 

Inside of a hundred years, in the reigns of Pachakutek, Tupsde- 
Y^upanki, and Wainya Kapak, the Empire had incorporated 
within itself the whole of the Peruvian sea-coast and highlands. 
It was during this time that the kingdom of Quito, the present 
Ecuador, was conquered. To the south the Empire was extended 
to the River Maule far into Chile. Wainya Kapak, the conquermr of 
Ecuador, died only eight years before the arrival of Pizarro. 

The later history of the Empire is fairly clear, but what of the 
early history which is shrouded in fable 1 Here, where the his- 
torians give us only contradictory legends — self-contradictory, 
and in contradiction to the facts brought to light by recent 
excavations — ^we must tread warily. We must, in fact, start all 
over again, accepting little or nothing that the historians give us 
unless this is supported by outside evidence. Here lies an enormous 
field for research. If carefully carried out, this will solve the 
secret of a mysterious race. It will indirectly throw much light 
upon the whole history of mankind. 

It is surprising how little excavation has been done here in the 
Highlands. The excavations on the coast have revealed much. 
It is probable that careful work in the Sierra will be even more 
illuminating ; yet even Cuzco has up to this time been little 
disturbed by the excavator’s spade. 

3^9 
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This in spite of the fact that the old stones of Cuzco which have 
always been exposed to the light of day suggest many things out 
of keeping with the simplicity of the traditional history. If one 
studies carefully the old walls and doors of the ruined palaces, one 
sees that the styles of architecture are by no means uniform ; 
that there was a sequential change in style. Gradually one 
is forced to the conclusion that the four hundred 3rears given us 
by the chroniclers for the whole course of the Inca Empire is too 
short to account for all of the developments of Cuzco architecture. 

On the coast of Peru, ruins have been discovered which were 
built long before the time of the Incas. But the study of Cuzco 
architecture shows that even in Cuzco, the capital of the Inca 
Empire, there must have been a pre-Inca period — a period which 
possessed a high craftsmanship and culture of its own. Apart 
from all minor variations, there are three absolutely different 
styles of building, and of stone-craftsmanship. In one, which is 
typically Incaic, the stones are perfectly smoothed-down and 
polished, in the shape of more or less perfect cubes, each more or 
less of the same size and shape, as are bricks, so that when the 
stones were put together Hie seams ” form long parallel lines. 
The Sun Temple and the ruins of the palaces around the central 
square all belong to this style. 

There is, secondly, a type of building, found isolated in various 
parts of the city, where the stones are left rough and irregular, 
their joining forming no regular seams, the surface unpolished, 
and only the sides worked down so that the various stones will 
fit into each other. Unlike the Inca buildings, where no mortar 
was used, I found by careful examination that in several of the 
buildings of this type a thin layer of mud had been placed between 
the stones, so that they might better fit together. Isolated walls 
of this sort exist to the east and west of Cuzco, evidently of great 
antiquity. None of these can be explained by reference to the 
chronicles, several of which attempt to give a geographical survey 
of the ancient city. Of very similar construction are the terraced 
walls of Kolkampata, which is popularly supposed to have sur- 
rounded the palace of Manko-Kapak, the first of the Incas. 

The third style is even more distinctive. Here the stones are of 
enormous dimensions, many times the size of a man, placed 
together absolutely unsymmelrically, though with consummate 
artistry. The interior sides of the enormous blocks are wondtr- 
fully polished and worked down, but the exterior surface is usually 
left^in a semi-rough state. The best examples of this style arc 
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found in the northern triple ramparts of the fortress Saksawaiman 
(which differ .very considerably from the other extant parts of the 
old castle), and in a curious palace in the eastern part of Cuzco, 
called HatuU'Ramiyok. * 

At first sight it would appear that the second style, with 
the small irregular stones, represents the earliest, most primitive 
type. Most primitive it may be, but there are many reasons for 
supposing that it was later in point of time than that of the huge 
massive stone-blocks. In one case, in fact, one style is super- 
imposed upon the other. A wall of Hatun-Rumiyok, perfect in 
every way, has its outer surface covered by a wall of the small 
rough stones ; a fact which was only recently brought to light 
when, in the course of certain house reparations, part of the outer 
wall was tom down, revealing the masterpiece of the inner wall. 
Why in the world this beautiful and massive inner wall should 
have been covered up by the rougher stone-work is still a complete 
and inexplicable mystery, but it shows that the rougher walls are 
of later construction. 

In the light of the most recent discoveries in other parts of 
Peru, it seems almost certain that the “ Megalithic,” or huge 
stone type, even in Cuzco, belongs to what may be called the pre- 
Inca period ; one existing certainly long before the eleventh 
century of the Christian era, and certainly long before the estab- 
lishment of the Inca Empire. The stones of Cuzco show a period 
of high architectiural craftsmanship represented by the pre-Inca 
remains was followed by a period when the ancient arts were 
forgotten, either because of foreign invasion or because of internal 
degeneration — who can say ? 

On the coast the change and decay and regrowth of culture 
be rather acciu^tely checked by a study of the graves of the 
different periods of the cultures concerned. In the Highlands this 
procedure is more difficult, owing to the scarcity of graves. Here 
tiio bodies were hidden in natural or artificial caves, and most of 
tlicse have been ransacked and destroyed by treasure hunters, 
riiese seekers after the hidden gold of the Incas have done much 
to destroy all traces of the really old, which might serve as a clue 
towards solving the problems of ancient history. 

In the short time at my disposal in Cuzco (my leave had long 
expired and I should have returned home before) it was impossible 
to do any extensive excavation there. To do this would require 
an expedition entirely devoted to this purpose, but in pottering 
around with a pick, haphazardly, on the ground of the ancient 
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fortress, I was delighted to come across an old “ kitdien o^idden,” 
or rubbish heap, about three or four feet below the surfoce. This 
showed that the rounded top of the fortress hill had in former 
times been inhabited, and was not merely a place where soldiers 
were occasionally posted. Among the various bits of broken 
pottery which I uncovered, it was obvious that those which were 
forthest down differed very considerably in colour and design 
from what is usually known as Inca pottery. From the small 
scattered fragments found it was impossible to trace its exact 
relation to other styles, but a casual glance sufficed to show its 
divergence from the style in vogue at the period of the “ Empire.” 

I am strongly of the opinion that systematic excavation work 
on the ground of the old fortress would bring to light an enormous 
amount of new material, and am only surprised that this work 
has not yet been attempted. But to possible future excavators I 
would add, in the language of Treasure Island, “ Look out for 
Squalls.*’ The native Peruvians regard every archaeologist as a 
treasure seeker, and put every obstacle in his way; therefore 
unless he is armed with every sort of letter firom the highest powers 
that be, he will very likely have occasion to continue his arclueo- 
logical reflections inside a lousy jail. 

Owing to the discovery of pre-Inca remains in various parts of 
Peru, various attempts have been made in the last few years to 
refurbish that old '* drawer of the long-bow,” Montesinos — hr 
being the chronicler who attempts to explain the gradual develop- 
ment of the various styles. According to him, Manko-Kapak had 
ninety-nine successors. He would place Manko-Kapak before the 
Christian era. In the time of the early rulers of this dynasty the 
Inca Empire, with its capital at Cuzco, was already as great as it 
was ever destined to become, but a great invasion or rebellion 
destroyed the Empire as such, and for several centuries the Inca 
Emperors ruled over only a tiny territory, whose oapitsd was no 
longer Cuzco but Tamputokko. It was only in the eleventh 
century that Suchi Rokka re-established the seat of government in 
Cuzco, and set about rebuilding the Inca Empire. 

A very interesting hypothesis, and one which would be worthy 
of consideration if it ^d not rest solely upon Montesinos* men- 
dacious word. His record is full of obvious falsehoods, self- 
contradictions, and impossibilities. Archteological discoveries in 
other parts also show not the slightest evidence that in the old 
pre-Inca days Cuzco exercised any influence over the other parts of 
the country ; in fact, there is much evidence exactly to the contrary. 
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We must therefore conclude that in the great pre-Inca days, 
similar ciBpdi^ns prevailed in the Highlands to those on the coast 
of Peru. The coast, we have reason to believe, was broken up into 
a number of different small, but highly evolved, city-kingdoms. 
These were of comparatively small political extent, but created a 
wide sphere of cultural influence. We must suppose that the 
Highland was equally broken up into a number of small con- 
federations, principalities, and kingdoms, the names of which 
have in many cases come down to us. Conditions must have been 
similar to those in Ancient Greece, with its numerous city states ; 
all the more similar because, in spite of their political differences, 
the various principalities belonged to a vague general cultural 
unity, speaking for the most part different dialects of a common 
language, and having a number of common religious beliefs. 

In this early period there was a strange mastery of the art of 
working huge stones. Not far away from Cuzco is the extra- 
ordinarily interesting fortress of Oliantatampo, whose walls are 
built of stones even larger than those of the buildings of Cuzco, 
and which likewise belong to the pre-Inca period. These, however, 
have certain marked peculiarities of their own. In various other 
parts of the Highlands similar monuments exist, so that this early 
period is usually called the Megalithic period. Following this 
early period there seems to have been everywhere a stage of decay, 
an epoch marked by the use of the small rough stones I have 
referred to as belonging to Class II. 

Somewhere towards the close of this period there must have 
taken place the foundation of what was Later to become the Inca 
Empire. We have already heard the legend of Manko-Kapak and 
his spouse coming from Lake Titikaka ; we are also in possession 
of a more elaborate legend, whereby out of certain caves there 
appeared two tribes, and later out of another cave four brothers, 
each with a spouse, who were to be divine rulers of the tribes. 
These tribes slowly moved northwards, seeking for an ideal spot 
to found their Kingdom. In the course of their wandering, three 
of the brothers were got rid of, and in the end only the youngest 
brother, Ayar-Manko, later Manko-Kapak, was left. He eventu- 
ally settled with his people in the fertile Valley of Cuzco, gradually 
amalgamating with the inhabitants who were already living there. 

This legend is very interesting from many points of view. In 
the first place, all the legends speak of the migration from the 
south, and yet we have overwhelming evidence to suppose that 
the Indian people, as a whole, came from the north, entering 
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South America over the Isthmus of Panama. It is quit^ likely, 
however, that the particular tribes that founded thc;,Ttm4 iknpjre 
came from the south, from the high, desolate tablelahd of Lake 
Titikaka, attracted by the fertility of the Cuzco valley. The 
legend of the four brothers is usually explained as representing 
the four leaders of four different tribes which were gradually 
amalgamated into one. 

Another point of importance is that all the legends agree that 
Cuzco was already inhabited at the time of the Inca invasion, 
although the Incas seem to have met with little resistance. It 
has sometimes been suggested that the Inca conquerors were of 
another race than the ordinary Peruvian. From the few skulls 
we have in our possession, it would seem that the skulls of the 
ruling class indicate a higher intellectual capacity, and that the 
facial angle was somowliat different from that of the modern 
Peruvian native, but there seems no doubt that the Inca con- 
querors belonged to the general South American Indian race. 

More important still, it has recently been shown that the official 
language of the Inea Empire, usually called Qtiechua, and which 
was at one time thought to have been artificially imposed upon all 
the other tribes, was in reality only one of the many different 
dialects of a common language spoken over a large portion of the 
Highlands. Although in the outlying parts of the Empire different 
languages were spoken (Aimara in the south and Quito in the 
north) to a very large extent, the famous law of the Empire, 
forcing the Quechua language upon its subjects, was merc'ly 
equivalent to stating that one dialect was to be considered the 
standard form of the language. 

The fact that the Inca invaders were able to amalgamate so 
easily with the primitive inhabitants certainly suggests a unity of 
general race and language. 

In the early days, the new Government formed in Cuzco seems 
to have been content to maintain a loose system of alliance with 
the surrounding tribes ; a system which gradually developed into 
a definite confederation similar to the other confederations and 
principalities into which Peru was divided. These principalities 
were frequently at war with one another, but it was due to the 
genius of the Inca military organization that the Cuzco confedera- 
tion was able to inflict such signal defeats upon its rivals that they 
could be incorporated into the rapidly expanding Inca dominion. 

In the early days, however, there was no elaborate imperial 
organization (contrary to what Garcilussn and the chronickr'' 
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would .have us believe). The chiefs of the conquered territory 
. continue ta rule over their tribes as Kurakas. They were merely 
vassals of' the mighty Cuzco War Lords, and were forced to 
recognize the suzerainty of a higher power. This arrangement 
continued in great -part down to the very latest days of the Empire. 

What is of importance in this connection is that the Incas were 
able to build up their mighty and wonderfully organized Empire 
in such a short time, largely because the foundation for such an 
empire was already there. Contrary to what Gareilasso tells us, 
the Incas did not force an absolutely barbarous people to adopt 
clothing, or to adopt a new language, a new religion, a strange 
new social organization. Their r61e — an extremely important one 
—was to impose the unification and standardization of various 
customs and organizations already in existence. 

It was only in their expeditions into the Amazonian jungles 
that the Incas met with absolute savages. It was only there that 
they were forced to tight one petty tribe after another. And it is 
to be noted that it was only in the jungle that the Incas were 
(‘minently unsuccessful. Even the most powerful of the Inca 
Emperors could never civilize or really subjugate the denizens of 
the forest. 

In the Highlands things were entirely different. When the 
Incas had defeated the chiefs and the army of a neighbouring 
confederation, a large territory, with a great number of highly 
organized and civilized communities, possessed of an organization 
and civilization similar to their own, fell into their hands. It was, 
therefore, no impossible task to make the newly conquered country 
an integral part of the Inca Empire. 

Two features in ancient social fabric call for esjiecial considera- 
tion. One is religion, the other the curious socialistic basis of 
economic life. We have good reason for supposing that the 
elaborate sun, moon, and star worship of the Inca Empire was a 
later development. It M'as not only alien to the other, non-Inca, 
tribes of Peru, but was foreign even to the earliest period of the 
Inca rt^gime. 

Tlie earliest Incas seem to have shared tJie religious views 
common to nearly all the peoples of th(‘ early Peruvian culture. 
Apart from many features reminiscent of animism and ancestor 
Aiorship, there were certain primeval Peruvian deities concerning 
whose nature and origin very little is known. The names of three 
of these deities have come down to us. They arc Illak, Pacha- 
karnak, and Wirakocha. The three were frequently identified or 
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confiised with one another, and in the later period all were, vague, 
dark, creator-deities, the source of all life and activity. 

Wirakocha particularly seems to have been the p^icular god 
of the early Incas and of their Highland neighbours. At one 
period the Wirakocha cult seems to have developed into a very 
high form of monotheistic belief. 

But Wirakocha worship was too abstract and too indefinite for 
the mass of the people. Each tribe, and each clan, had in addition 
its own particular object of worship. The particular object of 
worship of the Inca clan was the Sun, which in the early days was 
regarded far more a tribal emblem than as tlie supreme deity. 
But gradually as the Inca clan increased in power and prestige, 
their tribal emblem became more important, and it soon l^gan to 
press the older Wirakocha worship into the background. Even 
inside the Inca Empire we find traces of a conflict between the 
devotees of old primeval Wirakocha worship and the official 
hierarchy devoted to the worship of the sun, which later expanded 
into the added worship of the moon, stars, and other celestial bodies. 

The common origin of the Inca and non-Inca religious concepts 
helped in the unification of the Inca r^ginw. Through Wirakocha 
and the earlier beliefs there was a point of contact. The new 
worship of the celestial bodies struck in most cases a responsive 
chord, and in any case only added a few new deities to those 
already existing. For the Incas were wily enough politicians (like 
the Ancient Romans) not to destroy the images or temples of the 
principalities they conquered. The worship of the old gods was 
allowed to continue. In many cases the tribal gods were brought 
as a special honour ” to Cuzco, to form a part in the National 
Pantheon, and in return the subjected tribes were expected to 
pay tribute to the supreme symbol of the Incas. 

Even in the last days of the Empire, in addition to the worship 
of the Sun-God with his many priests, there were remnants of the 
worship of the older deities, as well as oracles, and “ witch- 
doctors,” who represented a survival of the oldest common Iwliefs 
of the Andean peoples. 

To the ancient Peruvian almost anything was sacred — ^a river, 
a tree, a misshapen stone, a prodigy of a potato. His credulity 
was elastic and comprehensive, and he found no difficulty in 
paying reverence to the new Inca emblem, provided he was also 
allowed to continue to worship the old. 

The socialism of the Incas is another feature of great historical 
interest. During my stay in and around ^uzco, I made a point of 
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visiting 'a number of the native communities in which the ancient 
customs have been preserved. The average historian has been too 
busy describing the socialism of the Inca Empire to notice the 
socialism which the natives still possess ; but a study of the 
organization, as it iis, gives us overwhelming evidence for supposing 
that the Incas were in no sense the originators of communism, as is 
usually supposed. At the most, they modified the social and 
economic system as it had existed for hundreds and even thousands 
of years, so that it might better fit into the general imperial 
organization. 

The famous communism of Peru was not State communism, 
imposed on the people from above, but a family communism, 
evolved by the people from below, which the Inca State adapted 
to its Imperialistic piuposes as best it could. 

The earliest and most primitive division and grouping of the 
Peruvian natives, but one which has persisted to the present time, 
is the Ayllu, the clan, or collection of families claiming a common 
lineage— the Ayllu is the family itself, in the biggest and broadest 
sense of the word. At the present day, as in the days of long ago, 
all property is owned not by the individual but by the Ayllu, the 
family group. Each member of the Ayllu has a claim to his fair 
share of the family property, or rather to the income of the family 
property ; for the land can never be broken up or given finally 
and definitely to any individual. The chief of the Ayllu — we 
might call him the patriarch of the clan — allots to each member 
of the group a certain portion of the land to cultivate, but this 
allotment is only a loan. 

This economic system is by no means confined to Peru. Traces 
of family ownership of property are still found in Eturope, and to 
an even greater extent in the Orient, indicating that at one time 
family communism must have been a more or less universal 
custom. Amongst many primitive peoples this primeval com- 
munism persists with almost unabated force. Our journey through 
the Amazon Basin had shown us a striking instance of this. Each 
nialoka had constituted an economic unit very similar to a Peruvian 
Ayllu, and characterized by the same communal ownership of all 
the plantations. 

Peruvian communism, instead of being a jump forward into tlu' 
Utopian future, represents a clinging to primitive conditions. A 
social organization, through which probably all of our ancestors 
have passed, has been made rigid in Peru, and has persisted with 
but slight modifications. 
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When these various AyUus were bound together intd larger 
groups, into small states, and confederations, as was evidently 
once the case, the chief, or kuraka, of the larger group did not 
disturb the internal organization of the individual AyUus, but 
simply insisted that each community, as a whole, pay him tribute. 
This tribute could only be in kind, and consequently certain lands 
were set aside which had to be cultivated for the central authority 
by the various members of the community. 

Even in the earliest days the members of each community set 
aside, of their own free will, a further contribution as an offering 
to the local gods for sacrificial purposes. It is highly probable 
that the early confederations likewise demanded tribute from each 
of the communities to support the central temples. 

The Incas, therefore, far from originating the communistic 
system, found it already waiting for them. They had only to 
decree that each community pay tribute to the Central Govern- 
ment, instead of to the prior existing petty chiefs, for the system 
to be more or less complete, though it seems likely that under 
their organizing genius the old spontaneous communism was 
placed on a more definite and less-elastic basis. 

I was interested to find that, after the downfall of the Inca 
Empire, many of the minor improvements which the Incas had 
brought about in the primeval communism (sudi as organization 
of the families into tens and hundreds, in place of the old AyUu), 
disappeared, but the ancient communism as a system persisted. 
The land was, indeed, divided up between various Spanish nobles 
and the Churches, but, as we had seen on our visit to the hacienda 
shortly after coming to the Peruvian Highlands, the nominal 
change in the ownership of the land had brought about very little 
real change in the economic life of the peasants. 

In reality, the system whereby each Indian is granted a certain 
amount of land firee of rait provided that he cultivates his land- 
lord’s estate as well as his own property, is only a continuance of 
the economic policy of the ancient Inca. This fact became par- 
ticularly evident to me when I discovered that it was the custom 
on many of the estates in the neighbourhood of Cuzco for the land- 
owner to make his agreements with the natives, not individually) 
but with a whole AyUu, represented by its Chief or Patriarch. 

In such cases the land lent to the Indians was considered 
communal property and was doled out in equal amounts by the 
chief of each AyUu to the various members of his community. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 


THE CITY OF OUR LADY OF PEACE 

D uring our stay in Cuzco, I became so interested in 
the problem of the pre-Inca civilizations, that I de- 
termined to make a journey southwards to Bolivia, in 
order to examine some of the ancient ruins there, 
which are known to date from pre-Inca times. 

On the day before our departure our two “ Inca ” guides came 
to bid us good-bye, but during the preceding night they had made 
such good use of the money I had given them as a parting present, 
that they were scarcely able to walk or to talk, and eventually we 
had to push them outside on to the street. The proud descendants 
of the Inca Emperors had drowned the sorrows of their race and 
of destiny very eiKectually in drink. 

After leaving Cuzco behind us, wc retraced our steps as far as 
Juliaca, and from there continued on our way due south, across 
the broad open plain, until we came to the little town of Puno on 
the shores of the sacred Lake of Titikaka. There we boarded a 
little steamer which was to take us in twelve hours to the other 
side of the lake, and land us in Bolivia. 

A journey across Lake Titikaka is something never to be for- 
gotten. The highest navigable body of water in the world, Titikaka 
lies nearly four thousand metres above the sea, and through the 
two hundred kilometres of its extent there is scarcely a spot which 
is not of surpassing beauty. The scenery to the west was par- 
ticularly magnificent. On this side there is a long series of 
mountain peaks, covered with perpetual snow, rendered all the 
more beautiful by being mirrored in the clear crystal water of 
the mountain lake. 

Here and there during the course of our voyage the surface of 
the water was broken by charming little islands — islands even 
more sacred, if possible, to the native mind than was the lake 
itself. These were covered with some of the oldest and most 
interesting ruins in the country. Particularly famed were the 
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Islands of the Sun and of the Moon, where the Incas Greeted 
magnificent temples to their deities. 

At many other points along the shores of the lake we saw even 
stranger remains, dating back to pre-Inca times, and built, 
tradition says, by a people which has long since completely dis- 
appeared. There is good reason to suppose that the plains around 
Lake Titikaka were the cradle of the higher Andean culture. 

When we eventually arrived in Guaqui (Waki) we had several 
hours to wait before our train started for La Paz, and 1 had a 
chance to see something of our new surroundings. Most striking 
was the change in Indian life. We had left the land of the Quechuas 
behind us, and were now in the land of the Aymaras, the second 
great racial group of the Highlands, whose distinct racial in- 
dividuality neither the Incas of old, nor the Spaniards of the 
present, have been able to suppress. 

The Aymaras constitute a racial puzzle. No one knows who or 
what they are or where they come from. Even their true name is 
in doubt. Physically it is certain that like the Quechuas they 
belong to the same general South American Indian race, and to 
the same Andean branch of this race. There is a general similarity 
in the grammatical structure of the two languages, but when a 
comparison is made of words, about one-third of the vocabulary 
is similar, the other two-thirds are utterly unlike. It is probable, 
therefore, that the two groups developed at different times and 
places, and that the common words are due to inter-borrowing. 
But scholars are still at variance as to whether the Aymaras 
borrowed from the Quechuas or the Quechuas from the Aymaras. 

The Aymaras are a people without a history. It is known that 
they formed part of the Inca Empire, but it is very strange that 
they were the only people who managed to maintain their in- 
dividuality out of all the other tribes which the Incas subjugated 
and “ standardized after the Cuzco pattern. 

There are many reasons indeed for supposing that the Aymaras 
extended at one time all over Peru — ^were, in fact, at one period, 
the dominant race. Many places all over the country now 
inhabited solely by the Quechuas have names purely Aymara in 
origin. The chuUpa, a round tower made of stone, prol^bly for 
burial purposes, and a typical feattire of Aymara architecture, is 
found in many parts of the north where the Aymaras are not 
known to have penetrated. 

The same social and economic life is found amongst the Quechuas 
and the Aymaras, the same communistic basis, the same division 
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And gfouping of the people into Ayllua, or clans ; the very word 
Ayllu, though used by the Quechuas, seems to be of Aymara 
origin. Are we, then, to suppose that the Aymaras are the ori ginal 
inhabitants of the Andean Highlands, and the founders of its 
culture ? Our ignorance, in spite of the myriad of chroniclers and 
their theories, is as yet too great to make it possible to suggest an 
answer. 

Even to the layman there is an enormous difference between 
the Quechuas and the Aymaras. The Aymaras go in for more vivid 
and striking colours, and colour contrasts — certainly as far as the 
dress of the women is concerned. The Quechua women weeur one 
skirtof dark coloured stuff, usuallyof black or blue plaid. The Aymara 
women wear as many skirts as they can carry. There are usually 
fifteen to twenty of these skirts, each of a different but uniform and 
startling colour. The outermost layer is usually either yellow, green, 
purple, or scarlet, and the colour of the shawl-like scarf she wears 
around her shoulders is chosen so as to present as glaring a contrast 
as possible. To cap it all, in place of the picturesque Quechua hats, 
the Aymaras, both men and women, wear a hat shaped like a 
European bowler, either made of hard native felt, or of fine straw 
(similar to a so-callcd Panama hat), but glazed so hard that a 
cannon-ball would rebound from it. 

But if the natives of Bolivia presented a problem to us, it 
seemed that they regarded us as something of a mystery. In 
Guaqui I noticed a placard announcing, in true Barnum and 
Bailey style, the “ special appearance ” of some professional 
humorist, and in large letters it was especially stated that the 
man was so comic that he would make even an Englishman smile. 
In this far out-of-the-way place, where an Englishman is still a 
rarity and a curiosity, it seems that a man humorous enough to 
make an Englishman smile must make a poor dreamy melancholic 
Bolivian native roar with laughter. 

Eventually we sped on our way across the rolling plain. 
Obviously there was a time when this plain was covered by Lake 
Titikaka. For three homrs we journeyed southward, and then 
westward towards the majestic mountains, as if our train were 
determined to mount their peaks. We were supposed to be very 
near La Paz, but not a sign of life could be seen on the level plain 
before us. Suddenly, without warning, the plain gave way — a 
long canon ravine had been eaten away by a mountain stream, 
and far below, at the bottom of the chasm, lay the capital city of 
Bolivia. 
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This first vision of La Paz is one of tiie most beautiful s^ts in 
the world. The sides of the ravine had been eaten away in all 
sorts of fantastic gargoylesque shapes. Beyond, on the other side 
of the ravine, the great Andean peaks reared up their snowy 
heads. A little apart from the others lay Bliinani, the queen erf 
mountains, shrouded in an eerie glory all her own. 

The ravine was so steep that our locomotive had to be un- 
hitched, and an electric engine with specially powerful brakes 
attached before we could attempt the descent. 

My first act in La Paz was to make an arrant fool of myself. 
Scarcely had I alighted from the train than an American stepped 
up to me, and after gazing dubiously at me for a moment, asked 
if 1 were McGovern. On my pleading guilty, he said that he would 
be pleased to aid me in any way. 1 wondered who and what he 
was — ^his name told me nothing ; and why in the world he had 
come to meet me. 

Thinking, however, that as an old resident he could give me a 
bit of advice on local matters, I told him that ray chief worry was 
to get my various cameras through the Customs (Customs examina- 
tion was held here in La Paz and not on the frontier), and asked 
him if it would not be advisable to give one of the Customs 
officials some cigars ” in order to save time and trouble. To 
which he responded, “ You had better not do that as long as I am 
around, for, you see, I am the Director of Customs i ” 

Then 1 learned that the Americans, through their Financial 
Commission, had a large control over the national finance, includ- 
ing the Customs service. But as my cameras really were not 
dutiable, I soon had my baggage disposed of, but 1 could not help 
wishing that all Customs people, however high up, would wear a 
badge whereby they could be recognized on all occasions. 

So weak and petty is human nature, moreover, that as my 
august new-found friend decided to come to the hotel with me, 
to see that 1 was comfortably settled, I decided not to go to the 
cheap place I had originally planned upon, but wandered instead 
into the chief (and most expensive) hostel in the city. This 
brought me vividly to the realization that La Paz competes very 
competently with Lima for the honour of being the most ex- 
pensive city in the world. 

But in spite of this and other drawbacks. La Paz, or more 
formally La Ciudad de Nuestra Senora de la Paz (the City of Our 
Lady of Peace), is well worth a visit. It is, above all things, a city 
of contradictions. The chief city of the Highlands, it lies 18,000 
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feet above sea-level, yet it is built in a narrow ravine. It is the 
head-quarters of the Bolivian Government, without in the legal 
sense being the capital. Officially, Sucre, far to the south-west, is 
the capital, but as the residence of the I^ident, the Senate, and 
the Lower House are all in La Paz, and permanently so, I was 
puzzled to find out in what sense La Paz is not the capital. 1 
suggested to a prominent Bolivian statesman that it would be 
better to say that Sucre had been the capital, but is so no longer, 
but he was immediately offended by this remark and insisted that 
Sucre is the capital because the Government declared it to be so, 
although the Government continues to have its seat in La Paz. 

Finally, there is the enormous contrast between the present 
and the past. As in the case of Peru, with its capital, Lima, all 
of the wealth of the country is centred here in La Paz. Private 
and public incomes gathered all over the land arc squandered 
here, with the result that La Paz has a number of very pretty, 
ultra-modem buildings, but in its social organization it belongs 
still far back in the Middle Ages. Its most modem parallel is the 
old American “ South before the Civil War. 

Either you are “ white ’* and a gentleman— or a mere Indian — 
and lead a life of perpetual dmdgery. Bolivia is still far more 
“ Indian ” than any other South American State ; the enormous 
proportion of its population, whatever that may he (the Govern- 
ment has no idea, but it is either two or three million), retains the 
aboriginal language, customs, and dress. But all the property, 
the wealth, the political offices, and influence, are in the hands of 
the small number of “ whites ’’—descendants of the old Spaniards, 
though many of these so-caUed whites are strongly intermixed 
with Indian blood. 

Politics here is a small “ family affair ” — a thing “ fixed up " 
between gentlemen, even though, in the excitement of the game, 
most of the politicians forget their gentlemanly ways, and there 
are the usual intrigues and revolutions between the “Ins” and 
the “ Outs.” 

I noticed in Bolivia one curious and un-South American simi- 
larity to the party machinery of the United States. Real authority 
and control seemed to be in the hands of one or two “ Bosses,” 
who for the most part preferred not to take office. The official 
positions were occupied by men appointed by the “ Bosses,” and 
supposed to act as mere puppets. But sometimes the puppets got 
restive and refused to obey orders ; this was more or less the case 
when I was there. 
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A few months pKviously an election had taken place, whereby 
a certain gentleman was chosen President. But he made the 
mistake of talking too much before he took office, and of letting it 
be known that he intended to rule in his own way, and not as he 
was told. The chief Boss, therefore, found that a technical error 
had taken place — ^that the President-elect had forgotten to resign 
h^ previous post before running for office, and so the election was 
declared void. 

The new President had been much more crafty. He kept his 
mouth well shut until he was safely and securely installed in 
office, but then promptly appointed as Ministers a number of men 
who were directly opposed to the Boss, so that there was now a 
good healthy rivalry between the two, with the public anxiously 
awaiting interesting further developments. 

It was refreshing to escape from official lunches and receptions, 
from the whispering of intrigues, and to slip away to see how the 
“ other half ” lived — ^to go to the market-place and watch the native 
life in full swing. This was far, far more vivid and colourful in 
La Paz than in Lima ; more so even than in Cuzco. One must 
travel to distant India to see its equal, for in South America it is 
only the Aymaras who dare to wear vigorous and clashing colours. 

The market-place was indeed a splendid rival to an Oriental 
bazaar. Only a few of the elect had booths inside the market- 
building — ^the others squatted on the floor of the corridors, or 
outside on the ground of the steep slanting streets. There was a 
homeliness about the whole alfair — ^women suckling their infants, 
while vigorously bargaining with a customer. In moments when 
business was slack these women would gather together and, with 
obvious relish, pick the lice from one another’s hair. 

And what a gorgeous selection of things they had to sell I 
Strange, graceful llamas had brought the products of the high cold 
tableland ; stubborn, stupid, protesting donkeys had made their 
way up the mountain valley from the low-lying tropical plantations 
far to the east. The fruits of the cold, the temperate, and the 
tropical regions were all assembled together. There were pine- 
apples, oranges, coffee, and sugar-cane next to apples, barley, and 
wheat. In addition there was many a fruit and many a cereal of 
which we had never heard, with strange colours and odours and 
tastes. 

In true Oriental style, everything, however small or valueless, 
had to be bargained for. A customer next to me wrangled for 
half an hour as to whether she should pay threepence or flvepence 



THE CITY OF OUR LADY OF PEACE 845 

for a cabbage. It was a pleasant and entertaining way of killing 
time. When her ladyship was tired of the game, she picked up 
the cabbage, paid exactly what she saw fit— irrespective of the 
protests of the Indian market-woman, and marched serenely 
away. It was the custom I If one was in a hurry, one took what 
one liked, flung down whatever small coins one had in one’s 
pockets, and the matter was settled. The Indians dared not 
raise their voices, certainly not their hands, against one of the 
gentry. 

And yet how difficult it was to be a gentleman. I was silly 
enough after buying a tiny package of finiit to carry it back to the 
hotel with me. Therefore I could no longer call myself a gentle- 
man, for a gentleman would not dream of carrying anything as 
large as a collar button. There must always be an Indian youth 
along to relieve him of any burden. 
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A CENTBB or PSE-INCA CIVlUeATION 

A FEW days after our arrival in La Paz, I made, in the 
company of several gentlemen firom the British and 
American Legations, a special trip to the famous ruins 
of Tiawanako (Tiahuanaco or Tiaguaiuux)), which lay 
not far away from Lake litikaka. I had undertaken to guide the 
party, though I had never, of course, been there before. But your 
true guide is not held back by a small matter like that. 

A true guide to these wonderful ruins does not exist, as no one 
has the slightest idea of the history or meaning of the remarkable 
place. It is the super-problem of South American archseology. 

As we approached the ruins, we were first of all struck by a 
curious p3a'amidal mound, or hill, which arose from the plain. 
This hill seemed to be the work of human hands and not placed 
there by nature. In various parts of this mound we observed 
huge worked stones, the purpose of which was entirely in- 
comprehensible to us. 

What most attracted our attention were three stone-enclosures 
which stood at the foot of the artificial hill. One of them was far 
larger than the others, and was obviously the centre of an ancient 
unknown culture. This enclosure was a huge quadrangle sur- 
rounded by a series of enormous polished sandstone blocks. There 
was a curious irregularity about these stones — all were huge, but 
some were larger than others ; some were beautifully smoothed, 
others somewhat irregular. Careful study seemed to show that 
the spaces in between the monoliths were originally filled in by 
smaller stones, although these smaller stones have now disap- 
peared. They were probably taken away by the Spaniards to aid 
in the building of the Colonial houses and churches. 

This ancient wall probably enclosed a temple, or rather a temple* 
city, as numerous subdivisions could be noticed inside the great 
square. On the eastern end could be seen the ruins of a huge 
entrance gateway, the steps of which were also formed of enormous 
single stones. 
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At )tll« other, or western, end were two other very curious 
remains. One was a huge monolith statue, rudely carved. The 
extraordinary thick lips, bulging eyes, and flat nose of this statue 
did not in the least correspond with the facial characteristics of 
the Highland Indian of to-day, and we were set wondering how 
this type of face came to be portrayed. This monolith stood 
alone, but as several similar statues have been found in the 
vicinity (two have been placed at the entrance to a nearby church), 
it would seem as if there must have been at one time a special 
holy of holies filled with fearsome images of the Gods. 

Even more curious than the monolith was a huge stone portal 
near the north-west comer of the great enclosure. This portal 
has been termed the most remarkable ruin in South America. 
Although ten feet high and over twelve feet long, it, too, was 
obviously cut from a single stone. Over the centre of this gate- 
way was carved in high relief a curious figure probably representing 
the chief deity of the ancient Pantheon. On either side of the 
central carving were three rows of weird figures cut in profile ; 
underneath it a frieze of human faces, carved full-face. 

For years scholars have racked their brains trying to find an 
explanation for this gateway, and the figures carved upon it. 
But an adequate explanation has never been found. In the first 
})!iioe, it is a profound mystery why this gateway should be tucked 
away in a corner — in a place where it could scarcely have been 
used as a gateway at all, unless it was to a tiny, “ holy of holies ” 
between it and the outer wall, but of this no trace can be found. 

For this reason it has been suggested that the portal has been 
moved here from another place, but in view of its enormous weight 
this seems almost incredible. Again, it seems strange that the 
doorway and the main figure above it should not be in the true 
centre, but considerably to one side, so that there are eight figures 
on one side and seven and a half on the other. 

For a long time it was supposed that the central figure re- 
presented the Sun-God. One native scholar, in the exuberance of 
his imagination, not only assured me of the truth of this theory, 
hut added that the other figures represented the calendar or the 
months of the year. Obviously he had never taken the trouble to 
count the figiu^s, for he blan^y informed me there were twelve 
in each row, whereas in reality there were fifteen and a half 1 (It 
is well known that the ancient Peruvian calendar had twelve 
months, as has our own.) 

No, this frieze was probably made long prior to the rise of the 



848 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

Sun*God worship, and in all probability represented the ancient 
Creator-God, Wirakocha — ^the soul aitd the maker of all things. 
In later days Wirakocha may have been identified with the Sky- 
God — ^the “ tear-lipes *’ on the figure fit in with this idea, for in 
many places rain is represented as the streaming tears of the 
divinity of the skies {not the sun). But research in the last few 
years hsis brought to light a most remarkable and exhraordinary 
fact. This is that Wirakocha, the most sublime of the ancient 
Peruvian deities, in whose worship at first one seems to find a 
very pure and exalted monotheism, is nothing more, in his earliest 
phase, than the deification of the jaguar — or American “ tiger.” 

The figure on the Tiawanako gateway is so conventionalized 
that his feline ancestry is not very apparent, but in an attempt to 
explain this figure, scholars have searched among all the ancient 
remains of old Peru in order to find a parallel. Eventually, in the 
ancient pottery excavated near Nasca, on the coast of Southern 
Peru, were found figures which ranged from types very close to that 
of the carved relief, through a long line of intermediate types, to 
figures where every feature of the jaguar was realistically portrayed. 

This fact is of great interest and importance to the student of 
the history of religions. Among the various theories advanced 
regarding the origin of religion among primitive tribes, two of the 
most important are : first, that religion started in the worship of 
the celestial bodies, which were gradually personified until they 
formed a polytheism which, in turn, developed into monotheism ; 
second, that because of a sort of primitive revelation, primitive 
man believed in but a single omnipotent deity, although thi- 
belief was gradually clouded over by various superstitions. 

When little was known of the Peruvian religion beyond the 
Incaic sun and moon worship, there seemed to be strong evidence 
to support the first theory. Later, when the sublimity of the 
more ancient Wirakocha worship came to be recognized, the 
defendants of the second theory found in Wirakocha an example 
of pure original monotheism ; now the sublime deity turns out 
to be a cat. 

This, however, only links up Peru more strongly with the 
Amazonian tribes where the jaguar still plays a very important 
part in native religion. His chief rival is the snake, and judging 
by the huge number of snakes carved on the ancient walls of 
Cuzco and elsewhere, the snake was an important emblem in 
Peru as well. Among the other “ sacred animals ” of the Andean 
region were the condor and the fish. 
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But though the mystery of the chief deity of Tiawanako has 
been partly cleared up, the Tiawanako ruins themselves remain as 
much of a mystery as ever. That is their fascination. We only 
know from the chronicles that they were prior to the Incas, for 
the Incas themselves are said to have regarded them with astonish* 
ment. Even the theorist is unable to give them any definite date. 
His hypotheses vary from a.d. 500 to countless millenniums b.c. 

Posnansky (whose works, however, smack very largely of 
charlatanism) makes Tiawanako the western capital of the ancient 
capital of Atlantis, the mythical continent which is supposed to 
have disappeared under the Atlantic Ocean. Even so able a 
scholar as Sir Clements Markham believed that because of the 
present bareness and bleakness of the Tiawanako plain, Tiawanako 
must have been built when the Andean Highlands were two or 
three thousand feet lower than they are to-day. 

Merely on the strength of the existence of these curious carved 
stones, a popular theory has grown up that Tiawanako was the 
capital of a mighty Empire in the long-distant past~^he chief 
centre of the great pre-Inca culture. 

It is well in these matters to preserve an open mind. It is 
easier to set up a theory than to establish it. A careful study of 
the many newly discovered remains — ^both as collected in the 
museums, and on the original spots — show the following facta : 

1. In various parts of Peru very primitive remains have come 
to light which are undoubtedly prior even to those of Tiawanako. 
Tiawanako, therefore, though very old, does not mark the be- 
ginning of the Andean culture. 

2. Even in the Sierra most of the magnificent pre-Inca remains 
show marked divergence in type. The stone-work of ancient 
(i.e. pre-Inca) Cua4o and of OUantatampo is in no way similar to 
that of Tiawanako, except that in all three places the stones 
employed were of enormous size. This would tend to show that 
during the so-called pre-Inca period there must have been not 
one but a number of independent centres of culture. Curiously 
enough, the culture in the extreme north of Peru, in the Valley of 
the Upper Marafion, at Chavin, was in many ways similar to that 
of Tiawanako, though even this was obviously independent. At 
Chavin, in place of stone-carving, there was stone-engraving, and 
I remember seeing, in the Museum at Lima, the famous monolith 
Irom Chavin, on which is engraved a figure curiously similar to 
that on the Tiawanako gateway. 

8. The earliest cultures on the coast, including the exceedingly 
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high Nasca and Trujillo cultures — ^judging from their remains— 
grew up without coming under the Tiawanako influence, although 
they, too, belonged to the same generd Peruvian culture. This 
again shows that Tiawanako cannot have been the sole centre of 
pre«Inea civilization. 

4. On the other hand, eaccavations made in various parts of 
the country show that both Chavin and Tiawanako, especially 
the latter, served as very important culture-centres. In numerous 
places in the Highlands pottery and weaving have been found, 
which showed pronounced Tiawanako influence. All over the 
coast of Peru, the Tiawanako influence is even more noticeable. 
It should be borne in mind, however, that the extension of Tia- 
wanako influence to the coast would appear to have taken place 
after the indigenous Nasca and Trujillo cultures had already 
declined, even though this extension was long prior to the intro- 
duction of Inca influenee. In the Highlands, the cultural 
chronology is much more diflicult to ascertain, and I am not 
certain whether here, as on the coast, the Tiawanako culture 
succeeded the older high cultures or not. 

The curious Tiawanako remains certainly tell of a very important 
and an entirely forgotten chapter in the ancient history of Peru. 
It is still, however, uncertain whether Tiawanako was the capital 
of an extensive military Empire, such as the Inca Empire was, or 
whether, as an important religious and cultural centre, its influence 
peacefully interpenetrated the country — much as the Athenian 
culture extended to numerous Greek states which never came under 
Athenian rule. Personally I incline toward the latter view. 

As an example of the mystery which still surrounds the whole 
subject of Tiawanako, one need only mention that there is grave 
doubt as to what race or people built up the an('''’nt culture centre. 
At present the Tiawanako district is inhabited by Aymaras. But 
was this always so ? There are two opposing and equally plausible 
answers to tMs question. One is that Tiawanako was formerly 
the centre of a Quechua culture and was destroyed by an invasion 
of Aymara tribes. The other is that Tiawanako was the head- 
quarters of the Aymara culture — which was overthrown by 
invading Quechuas ! 
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A BBU8H WITH CHILEANS AND WITH LADIES OV ILL*FAME 

I N addition to Tiawanako, we visited several places of note 
in the neighbourhood of Lake Titikaka and of La Paz. To 
many of these we had to go on horse or mule back. To 
others we could go part of the way, in any case, by rail. 

But the fact that a certain place lay near the railroad track did 
not mean that you could go there by train, for we found that in 
this part of the world there was a regular service only once, or at 
the most twice, a week. Consequently on several occasions, in 
the absence of a locomotive to pull us, I hired fh>m the railroad 
company a rickety old “ push ” car — ^which, however, instead of 
being pushed along the line was drawn by a mule. We soon 
found that railroading behind a mule was one of the most exciting 
of all possible amusements. 

After one of our excursions even this equipage failed us, and as 
the next pa86enger>train was not due to leave for several days, I 
thought we should have to walk the whole of the seventy miles 
which separated us from La Paz. But just as we were starting 
I learned that a special freight tnun was due to pass along mir 
section of the line. 

By standing oi^^e line, in spite of repeated whistling from the 
engine, we eventually succeeded in bringing the train to a halt. 
After this, the breaking open of one of locked carriages was a 
comparatively easy matter, despite the threats and imprecations 
of the guard. At last the train started on its way again, and after 
many hours of slow bumping we eventually found oiurselves once 
niore in the Bolivian capital. 

It was now high time to be thinking of getting back to Lima, 
but instead of returning by the route over which we had come, I 
determined to take a boat from Antofagasta on the Chilean coast. 
This would allow me to see still another aspect of South American 
life. 

The journey through Chile necessitated a Chilean visi, so I went 
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down the next day to the Chilean Consulate to see about this 
formality. (When, I wonder, is this accursed passport nuisance to 
be done away with ?) I found the place packed with people. 
The Consulate hours were supposedly from eight to eleven-thirty. 
It was already eleven, but as the Consul had been on a spree the 
preceding night he had not yet got up, and none of the waiting 
queue had Imd courage enough to have him wakened. 

Even the Consular servants dared not perform this task ; so 1 
myself was forced to storm the Consul’s bedroom. Poking my 
watch in his face, I infomned the Sleeping Beauty that my train 
left at two o’clock and that consequently 1 had no time to wait. 
Needless to say, this action awakened no love for me in the 
Consular heart, and I thought for a moment that my visd was going 
to be refused. But after I had explained what a great man I was 
(1 neglected to state that my greatness was recognized only by 
myself), I not only got my visi, but got it free of charge, with 
some letters of introduction as well. 

That same afternoon, therefore, I was able to bid a regretful 
farewell to La Faz and start on the long journey south, over thr 
bare, bleak plains of the Bolivian tableland. We were riding, as 
it were, on the backbone of the Andes. On either side in the far 
distance rose the majestic walls of the mountain ranges. 

A few hours after leaving La Paz we came to a point remarkable 
on account of the enormous number of fossils found there. Little 
boys came to the train carrying huge loads of these curious 
trophies. After much haggling, I secured a whole bucketful for 
about sixpence. It was a cheap way of conducting Paleonto- 
logical research. Most of the trophies were fossilized marine 
shells, which showed very vividly how in ages past the whole of 
this huge tableland, now thousands of feet l^^sh, had lain deep 
under the ocean. 

Both in the bleak tableland, and in the desert-sands of the 
coast, are found other, later, but even more interesting remains, 
viz. the bones of the megatherium — a now extinct species of jungle- 
loving ant-eater. These remains show that in the not very distant 
past, geologically speaking, the now desert wastes of both regions 
must have been covered with forest. 

Two even more recent types of remains are equally mysterious. 
Amongst the ruins of the most ancient human cultures are found 
in large numbers bones of two different types of dogs. Yet the 
Spaniards, of the time of the Conquest, tell us nothing about the 
existence in South America of these u^ful animals. Why is i*' 
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that they died out ? Quite as curious is the disappearance of the 
horse. We know that at the time of the Conquest neither in 
North nor South America was any kind of horse known ; yet ‘ 
there is very strong fossil evidence to show that the horse had his 
origin somewhere in the New World and certainly existed for 
centuries both in North and South America. He seems to have 
disappeared very shortly before the advent of man. Some even 
hold that he was killed off by the early hunters, who thus de- 
prived themselves of an invaluable ally in their struggle toward 
civilization. 

Most of the tableland we found very sparsely inhabited, so 
desolate was it. On two occasions, however, we came to junctions 
where branch-lines led far away to the east through gaps in the 
Eastern Cordillera, to the prosperous slopes on the other side. 
These branch-lines brought very vividly to mind one big difference 
between Peru and Bolivia. In Peru we had found in the Highlands 
between the east and west ranges the main centres of life ; the 
eastern slopes, leading down to the Amazon, were scarcely known 
or explored. In Bolivia the tableland was too bleak for com- 
fortable habitation, and the cities had consequently been founded 
on the hills and slopes which lay to the east of the main eastern 
range. 

One of these railway lines led, we were told, to the pleasant old- 
world Spanish town of Cochabamba, the fruit garden of Bolivia. 
The other to the even more famous town of Potosi. Potosi has 
become almost a legend owing to the fabulous wealth extracted 
from its silver mines. For centuries it was the world’s chief source 
of this precious metal. The Potosi Mountain, situated near the 
city to which it has given its name, is almost a solid mass of silver. 
It has been estiq^ked that more than five hundred million dollars 
worth of metal ims been extracted &om this mountain alone. 
This hidden wealth was first discovered by accident by an Indian 
peasant, but, needless to say, it was a Spaniard who, in 1 . 946 , 
wrung the secret from the unfortunate Indian, and secured a 
eluirter to exploit the mines for his own benefit. 

The mountains of Bolivia are still enormously rich in mineral 
iesources. Not only silver, but copper, lead, and tin as well, 
continue to be found in large quantities. It is rather remarkable 
that Bolivia should be one of the chief sources of the world’s 
supply of tin when one remembers that, in Peru, with a very 
similar geological formation, this metal has never been found. 

Beyond Potosi lay Sucre, the old time, and as we have seen, 
z 
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still the legal capital of the country. Suore is noted as a centre of 
old-world culture. 

It was impossible for us to stray into any by-paths, fascinating 
though these promised to be. We kept, therefore, to the main 
line which continued to make its way amws the arid plateau. 
But even this brought us into contact with many interesting 
problems. For some time we skirted the famous Lake Poopo,* 
which — ^through the Desaguadero River — receives the surplus 
water of Lake Titikaka, but no one has the slightest idea what 
Poopo does with all of the water it receives. Over two hundred 
thousand cubic feet of water pour into the lake every minute, 
and by the only known outlet only some two thousand cubic feet 
per minute flow out ; yet the lake does not appreciably increase 
in size. In the ordinary way evaporation might accoimt for the 
discrepancy, but in that case Lake Poopo would become salt, and 
the water is beautifully fresh. There must be some subterranean 
outlet, though where this is, or whither it leads, is miknown. 

Really “ dead ” or “ dying ” lakes, however, were next on the 
programme for us. A large portion of the tableland consisted of 
solars, huge stretches of sand and salt, the beds of what were 
formerly great seas, which had gradually evaporated, leaving a 
beautiful carpet of salt, or rather salts behind. Many of the.se 
deposits, such as borax, were of great value commercially. In 
many cases we could see considerable rivers flowing into the 
solars, but their waters soon disappeared, leaving no permanent 
trace. 

After twenty-four hours of travelling we eventually came to a 
Pass leading through the Western Andes down to the Pacific 
Ocean. This Pass marked the boundary between Bolivia and 
Chile. The whole of Chile is in fact only a loi^stretch of coast 
on the western slopes of the Cordillera. 

At this point we were destined to have a little further excite- 
ment. Up to the frontier I had been given a free pass by the 
railway officials in La Paz, but it was understood that I was 
to pay for the journey through Chile, as this portion of the line, 
though belonging to the same Company, was under different 
management. 

So far so good t But by an error I had been given to understand 
that the amount required was less than was actually the case. 
Consequently I did not have sufficient Chilean money to pay the 
fare from the frontier to Antofagasta. The fact that I had about 
more than sufficient English, American, and Peruvian money did 
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not ease the sitiiation. AU these currencies were termed worthless 
by the guard who came to collect the tickets. Even the “ Almighty 
Dollar ” failed to be almighty. 

I had, in fact, to fight like a hero of old to prevent my little 
party, with bag and baggage, from being thrown out on to the 
tracks in the midst of the desert. Eventually, after three good 
rounds, I proved victorious in the contest, and it was agreed that 
we were to be allowed to proceed on to Antofagasta and pay at the 
other end. But we had fallen from our high estate as privileged 
guests of the Company, and thereafter, as suspicious characters, 
we were closely watched to see that we did not escape at some 
wayside station. 

This was my first but by no means my last experience of Chilean 
impoliteness. Only a short time after my own fracas had been 
concluded a glorious fight broke out between two groups of 
Chileans as to the right of certain seats. To my great regret only 
two of the five contestants were placed hors de combat. The 
Chileans have often been called the English of South America,” 
but this can hardly be considered a compliment to English manners. 
The Chileans are more active, more enterprising, more pushing 
than the Peruvians or Bolivians, by whom they are hated and 
feared, but they have none of the old Spanish chiv^ry or courtesy. 

The excitement of the two fights only heightened my enjoyment 
of the beautiful country through which we passed on the long 
winding journey to the coast. Utterly desolate it was, of course, 
but of a wildness and grandeur hardly to be described. We were 
once more in the region of volcanoes. On the frontier itself was 
Mount Ollaque, where the subterranean fires had blown half the 
mountain<side away, and where fire and smoke still arose to the 
sky. 

Not long afterwards we passed by a wonderfril borax lake, some 
twenty-four miles long. The glistening surfiMie of the lake, mth 
occasional stretches of vividtgreen water, was all the more beautiful 
oMung to the background of snow-capped mountains, their lower 
••lopes bright with metallic hues. 

When at San Pedro we had gone through a huge lava bed lying 
at the foot of another volcano, and had come in sight of a great 
>^rater-reservoir blasted out of the solid rock, 1 realized more than 
ever the desert-like character of the whole of the vast territory we 
were traversing. It was a death des^ teeming with mineral 
nches— riches which, without these water-lines, extending In parts 
nearly two hundred miles, would be for ever unattainable. 
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It was only because of this water that the huge mining camp of 
Chuquicamata, handling some thirty thousand tons of copper-ore 
a day, and one of the chief copper-mines of the world, was able to 
keep alive its thousands of workers. 

It is strange that the most modem of mining engineers so often 
find that the best mining sites were picked out by primitive 
peoples thousands of years ago. It is so in Asia. We found it scT 
in South America. Quite near Chuquicamata was the town of 
Calama, a centre of copper-mining far back in the days of the Inca 
Empire. What an enormous undertaking it must have been in 
those days to bring the precious bars of metal from this arid 
desert to Cuzco, then the centre of arts and crafts. 

As if Natiire had been anxious to heap riches upon riches in this 
desolation of sand, not long after leaving Calama we passed 
through a series of nitrate fields. For many centuries after the 
Spanish Conquest these fields remained imtouchcd, being regarded 
as utterly valueless. But whcii towards the middle of the nine- 
teenth century it was discovered that nitrate was the one thing 
needed to renew the fertility of the farming lands of Europe, 
exhausted by centuries of use, these arid lifeless plains of South 
America became “ a pearl of great price ” in the eyes of the whole 
world. 

But, as in the case of many historical jewels, the possession of 
this new-found tret„jure was destined to be a curse to its owners. 
At that time the land at this point belonged to Bolivia ; the 
nitrate fields further north to Peru. “ Dishwater governments ’’ 
and their hangers-on led a champagne-and-silk-stocking existence, 
and corruption knew no limit. Envious of this easily acquired 
wealth, the Chileans, “ the barbarians of the South,” began, in 
1880, a marauding expedition, called the War ojjp^e Pacific, which 
in the end deprived Bolivia of the whole of her sea-coast, and Peru 
of her Southern provinces. Chile thereby secured for herself the 
whole of the nitrate fields, and since then has lived largely on » 
tax levied on all nitrates exported from the country. With the 
change in ownership, bribery and corruption likewise shifted from 
Lima and La Paz to Santiago. 

As the sun rose the next morning after we had passed the nitrate 
fields, we caught a glimpse of the ocean and of the city of Anto- 
fagasta, the sea-outlet for the riches through which we had been 
passing. By a curious coincidence, as we wound our way down 
the last incline, the ship on which we were to take passage steamed 
slowly into the harbour. We had timed our arrival to the minute I 
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The city of Antofagasta offered few attractions, so after we 
had spent an hour or two wandering around the streets, we 
went on board the ship. We found, however, that the boat had a 
great deal of cargo to load and unload, so that it was another 
three days before we could leave the harbour. 

During this period of waiting we were kept in good spirits by 
one or two rather interesting events. The first was the arrival of 
a huge flock of birds — birds of a type peculiar to the West Coast 
of South America, blackish in colour, and in shape and size not 
unlike a snipe. I had never before seen such. a large number of 
birds at one time. There must have been more than twenty 
thousand in the air and water around us. When settled in the 
water, they formed such a compact mass, that they looked like a 
floating island, and when they arose from the water and circled 
around us, it seemed as though the horizon had been blotted out. 

Even the work of loading and unloading was not without 
incident. Although Antofagasta was rather better than most of 
the other harbours on the West Coast, it was impossible for our 
boat to lie along the docks, and all cargo had to be carried fh>m 
the shore to the ship and vice versa in large barges. The ship’s 
cranes transferred the loads from the barges to the hold. On one 
occasion, however, the chain holding many tons of copper bars 
slipped in mid-air, and the bars dropped to the bottom of the bay. 

Not long after this a sharp wind causecHiarge waves to rise, 
with the result that a launch bringing some barges from the docks 
was driven with terrific impetus against the side of our ship. 
Fortunately the ship received little damage, but it was obvious 
that the launch was doomed. Water rushed in at several places, 
and the little craft soon began to sink. Ropes were thrown from 
our ship, and tlAtWaimch’s crew rapidly clambered up to safety — 
with one exceptirui. 

The engineer of the launch had rushed up on deck to see what had 
gone wrong, but before clihibing to safety with the others he shot 
down to his cabin to retrieve the little hoard of savings which he 
kept there. His cupidity very nearly cost him his life. Just as he 
reappeared on deck, the launch gave a final lurch and sank beneath 
the waves. The poor engineer did indeed manage to catch hold of 
tt rope, but the pull of the waters engulfing his craft was so great 
that it seemed for a moment that the rope would be tom from his 
grasp. Seeing his danger, however, the sailors on our ship gave a 
tremendous pull on the cable and succeeded in hoisting him above 
the level of the water. When the man at last clambered over the 
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ship’s railing, I went down to question him, so interested had I 
been in the whole proceeding. I soon found that the engineer, 
though indeed bom in Chile, had had a Scotchman for a father 
and an Armenian for a mother, which no doubt went a long way 
towards explaining his heroic effort to rescue his cash. 

In spite of these contretemps, the work of unloading and loading 
was at last completed, and we set out on oiur voyage towards the 
north, which was to bring us back to Lima. To our left lay the 
Pacific Ocean, to our ri^^t the changeless, desolate, lifeless but 
magnificent scenery which we had come to recognize as character- 
istic of the greater part of the West Coast of South America. A 
narrow strip of low-lying desert sand. Behind that a series of 
mountain ranges running for the most part-parallel to the coast. 
The range nearest to us was the lowest, the other ranges behind 
it rose higher and higher above the level of the sea. At the 
uttermost horizon could occasionally be seen some of the great 
peaks which formed part of the main ridge of the Western 
Andes. 

From time to time we cast anchor off some insignificant harbour. 
The most interesting port at which we stopped was Arica, where 
preparations were going on for the plebiscite which was to decide 
whether Peru or Chile should have the rulcrship over the surround- 
ing district. An American cruiser was stationed in the bay, a sign 
of the part which the United States had been called upon to play 
in settling this long-disputed problem. 

A number of the officers of this cruiser obviously had little faith 
in the Volsted Act or in the quality of Chilean beer, for scarcely 
had our ship dropped anchor when a launch set out firom the' 
American boat and came at double speed in opr direction. The 
steward of our ship obviously knew what t# Expect, for even 
before the launch arrived he placed a case of his strongest brew 
in the smoking-room. Needless to say, he proved an excellent 
prophet. Before long the first case Had to be replenished by s 
second. 

As the only English-speaking person on board, I was delegated 
to act as host to the visiting officers. I found my task most 
delightful — and before long we all considered ourselves boon 
companions. I was particularly interested to hear what the 
visitors hstd to say about the progress of preparatioau for the 
plebiscite. 

Needless to say, as representati-ves of a power called upon to act 
as arbitrator, they were all, in spite of the action of the beer, 
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exceedingly diplomatic in their remarks. Even apart from 
diplomacy, it was obvious that the American members of the 
Plebiscite Commission were strictly neutral and declined to give 
favour either to Peru or to Chile. But it was also obvious, even at 
this time, that the*attempt to hold a fair vote on the subject was 
doomed to failure. There were almost daily fights between the 
partisans of the two countries, and it was not an unusual thing 
for these fights to result in the death or serious injury of several 
persons. 

Unfortunately, out of considwation for Chilean feeling, and 
fearing lest she be considered to have imperialistic designs, the 
United States had not arranged to take over the government of 
the disputed area dming the course of the plebiscite. The control 
of the whole area, and the duty of maintaining order therein, 
remained in the hands of the Chileans, with the not unexpected 
result that all Peruvians and Pmivian sympathizers were sub- 
jected to all manner of “ third degree ” treatment. In the rioting 
between the Chilean and Peruvian mobs it was always the Chileans 
who were officially in the right. The additional fact that in any 
case one Chilean was, and always is, worth three Peruvians, with 
respect to physical strength and courage, meant that to show 
leanings toward the restoration of Peruvian ownership was almost 
invariably attended by exciting consequences. 

In these circumstances the plebiscite sCClned certain to de- 
generate into a mere farce, and I was not surprised to hear a few 
months later that this method of deciding the suzerainty of Tacna 
and Arica had been abandoned. In view of the high feeling both 
in Peru and in Chile, the idea of giving the Provinces to neither 
of the two coufitries, but of ceding it to Bolivia in return for a 
monetary consi($eiyi,tion to be paid to both of the present claimants 
(an idea talked of by numerous persons in South America, and 
subsequently formally propounded by Mr. Kellogg, the American 
Secretary of State), would appear to be the best solution. Un- 
fortunately the Peruvian President, in spite of his astuteness on 
most points, has refused to entertain this plan, so that the Tacna- 
^ca affair seems likely to continue a source of trouble for some 
time to come. 

We could only stay in Arica a couple of days. Thereafter we 
continued our way up the coast. The never-ending barrenness of 
the whole region made it seem extraordinary that there should be 
any serious dispute as to the ownership of any part of it. Even 
Arica lay north of the nitrate fields and the coastal copper-mines. 
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so that the desolation had no redeeming feature in the way of 
mineral resources. 

We were told that far to the north, from Ecuador onwards, the 
west coast enjoyed abundant rainfall, and was consequently 
covered with dense vegetation, and that this held true, to 
a lesser degree, of the southernmost part of the coast. But, 
throughout the whole of our voyage to Lima, the land along which 
we passed was one “ abomination of desolation,” save where an 
occasional rivulet running down from the distant snow>covered 
mountains had cut a way through the intervening hills, and 
brought life-giving moisture to the valleys of its own creation. 
And yet the old, curious combination of desolation and civilization, 
on the one hand, as opposed to abundance and barbarism on the 
other, was exemplified in this as well as in other parts of the 
world. 

We knew from the early chronicles that the forest-covered 
regions to the far north and south were inhabited, prior to the 
Spanish Conquest, by tribes of a very low order of culture, while 
valleys of the intervening expanse of desert had been the centres 
of civilization even prior to the period of the Incas. Even from 
the ship we could occasionally sec huge pyramidal mounds indicat- 
ing great architectural ability which had been erected at the very 
dawn of history. 

At last wc reached* Callao, and shortly afterwards were back in 
the Peruvian capital again. Here I found a very unpleasant 
smprisc awaiting me. Not wishing to be encuml^ed with a 
superfluity of luggage during our journey to the Highlands, I had 
left a number of boxes and the greater part of our paraphernalia in 
Lima, in charge of a young American business man called William 
Gregory. 

On my return from the long journey to the south I found that in 
the meantime the esteemed Mr. Gregory, having got into serious 
financial trouble, had sold out his employer’s goods, lock, stock, and 
barrel, and had then absconded with the money. As my first 
investigations failed to show any trace of my own boxes containing 
a good part of the material which had been collected during our 
long sojourn in the jungle, I began to fear that the work of many 
months had been accomplished in vain. 

My delight was unbounded therefore when I eventually dis- 
covered that the young runaway had left most of my belongings 
with the editor of the local Anglo-American newspaper. One 
important item, however, was missing, viz. a cage containing the 
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parrot, and the two macaws, or araras, which I had secured on 
the far-away Pira Parana. 

For sentimental reasons, quite apart from the question of value, 
I was very loath to lose these birds for ever, so I instituted a 
careftil search for them all over Uma. My first clue to their 
whereabouts I got at the Pension where Gregory had been living. 
The proprietor, a very obese and windy Austrian, declared that 
he had strong reason for supposing that the birds had been pre- 
sented to one of the denizens of a house of ill-fame in another part 
of the city. 

Further enquiry failed to elicit either the name of the lady who 
had secured my pets or her exact address. I could only discover 
that she lived on one of the last houses on the Avenida Victoria. 
I was somewhat scandalized to find that pretty ladies were per- 
mitted to reside on a street with the name of Victoria, but, nothing 
daunted, I determined to follow the quest to the bitter end. 

Access to the houses of pretty ladies is a comparatively simple 
matter in South America, even to persons filled with tiie most 
innocuous intentions. Such institutions, in fact, play an important 
part in the semi-social life of that continent. Owing to the great 
seclusion of the women and girls of better family, ordinary social 
intercourse between the sexes is extremely restricted. To make 
up for this hiatus in their life, the young men are in the habit of 
spending many of their evenings in establislBnents of a looser kind 
solely for the purpose of dancing and conversing with members 
of the opposite sex. The high prices charged for refreshments 
more than recompenses such establishments for the absence of 
more serious intentions. The drawing-rooms of some of the more 
noted institutfons are the social centres of the younger set of 
fashionable mme%. 

It might have been advisable for me therefore to have waited 
until evening, when by attending the usual sokm I could have 
ascertained whether my Birds really were being kept in the house 
in question, but I thought it might prove difficult to retrieve my 
pets in such circumstances even when and if found. Accordingly 
about ten o’clock in the morning I went to the nearest police- 
station and secured the services of a policeman, a miserable tuber- 
cular youth, to aid me in my search. 

A taxi soon brought us to the end of Avenida Victoria, but 
thereafter the trail was made difficult by the fact that this section 
Was found to contain not one but eight houses inhabited by pretty 
ladies. Not to be baffled by this, we proceeded to pound on each 
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of the houses in turn. At five places we interviewed sleepy-eyed 
“ Brother Superiors ” in vain. No one would admit having seen 
or heard of the parrot and macaws. I did not put much confidence 
in their protestations, and as I knew that the macaws were in the 
habit of giving a loud squawk at least once a minute, I kept up a 
long conversation at the doorway of each establishment, hoping 
that a tell-tale squawk would tell me of the (uesenoe of my birds 
within. 

At last my perseverance was rewarded. At one house at which 
we sought admittance the “Mother Superior” was particularly 
rude and particulariy vodferous in her denial of all knowledge 
of the objects of our quest. In the midst of my inquiries she 
attempted to slam the door in our face, but 1 succeeded in inter- 
posing my foot just in time to prevent her doing so. Almost 
immediately afterwards I heard a screech from upstairs, and I 
knew that we had come to the right place. 

The little policeman squirmed through the door and tried 
to get up the stairway which started immediately beyond — I 
following in his wake. But we had reckoned without our 
hostess. She was a great brawny woman weighing well over two 
hundred pounds. Taking me by one hand and the policeman by 
the other, she literally flung us out on the street. Quite a crowd 
had collected on the street by this time, and this crowd greeted 
our sudden and forcible exit with loud cheers. 

This was too mudi for the dignity of my companion. He blew 
his whistle repeatedly, with the result that three oUier pc^oemen 
soon ran up to join him. With this reinforcement we returned to 
the fray. The door was soon battered down, but when we at- 
tempted to ascend the stairway we again came an impasse. 
The good lady was so broad that she blocked iip'all the space, 
and so strong that we could not force her to retreat. 

When we resorted to diplomacy, the outraged lady demanded 
if we were in possession of a search-warhmt, and finding that we 
were not, she shrieked that our attempt at forcible entrance was 
entirely illegal, a statement which unfortunately was only too 
true. When at last we secured the promise of the fair dame to 
let us in should we come armed with the propor warrant, I and 
my police escort departed to the nearest police-station, leaving 
the other guardians of the peace on watch to see that my birds 
were not spirited away. 

On our arrival at the police-station we found that the Capitan, 
the only person who could issue the warrant, had gone out to 
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lunch, and that we should have to await his return. My escort 
then said that be would go around the comer for his lundi, but 
would be back in a quarter of an hour. A half an hour I waited 
alone in the inner sanctum, and as no one appeared, I thought 
that 1, too, would go out in search of refresitoents. But un> 
fortunately the sentries at the gate had not been informed of my 
tme status. They had seen me come in under escort, imagined 
that I was under some sort of arrest, and consequently refus^ to 
let me out, until at last my friend returned and vouched for my 
innocence. Into such scrapes con birds— ^d women— lead one. 

An hour later the Capitan returned, but just as he was making 
out the warrant, the ** Mother Superior ’* herself appeared at the 
police-station attended by one of her houris. A guilty eonscienee 
had no doubt brought her to the bar of justice. By this time, 
however, my little policeman had almost fcngotten about the 
birds. His dignity had been so ruffled by the man-handling — or 
shall we say woman-handling — ^that he wished to bring in a charge 
of assault and battery. 

The situation grew livelier and livelier, and I began to fear that 
the original purpose of my quest was being lost sight of. So that 
with the permission of the Capitan, I got the *' Mother Superior 
into the corridor, and told her that if she would only return me 
my birds I would see that no further trouble befell her. She burst 
into tears of relief, and then, swearing that she was only too 
pleased to accept my terms, flung her arms around me, and gave 
me a very forcible kiss. 

Disentangling myself from her embrace, but with the kiss still 
burning upon my cheeks, I made my way back to the Capitan. 
After a short private confab with him, the matter was eventually 
settled to everyone’s satisfaction, and before long I had my pets 
back again. 

Fortunately the macaws had never learned to speak, but the 
vocabulary which my pafrot had picked up during his sojourn in 
the house of beauty gave me a new insight into the capabilities 
and range of the Spanish language. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 


OBAVE-SNATCHINO AMIDST INCA AND PBE-INCA BUINB 

D uring my stay in Lima I became deeply interested in 
the remains of the ancient cultures which have been 
discovered in recent years all along the coast of Peru. 
Most of the chronicles would have us believe that these 
coastal civilizations were the result of the Inca conquest, and 
were therefore established only some two, or at the most three, 
centuries prior to the coming of the Spaniards. Modem excavation 
has shown how erroneous the chronicles are on this point. 

The obvious antiquity of many of the ruins of the coastal 
valleys first led the scientific world to suspect the existence of the 
pre-Inca cultures. Further examination of these remains has 
shown that the early city states of the coast, far fix>m having 
received their civilization from the Incas, had reached a remark- 
ably high stage of culture long before the Incas were dreamed of. 
Not only do many of the coastal ruins belong to the pre-Inca 
period, but it would seem, moreover, that it was on the coast that 
the pre-Inca civilization reached its culminating point. 

The coast of Peru seems to have been to the Inca Empire of the 
Highlands what Greece was to Rome. The variou^ valleys of the 
coast constituted little city states possessed of an» exceedingly high 
civilization but incapable of political union. After a long period 
of cultural splendour these little states fell into decay, and were 
eventually incorporated into the powefful new military Empire 
established by the organizing genius of the Inca rulers, though the 
Incas seem to have been influenced by the coastal art and culture, 
I have already spoken of the ruins found near Trujillo to the 
north of Lima, and in the Valley of Nasca far to the south. These 
seem to have been the chief centres of the coastal culture in the 
old pre-Inca days. A certain amount of digging has been done in 
both places, and some of the “ finds,” particularly the pottery, 
are amongst the most prized treasures of various museums. 

Many of the best specimens, however, are only to be found in 
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some of the private collections in Lima, and I was delighted to 
find that I was eventually able to inspect these. The pottery 
from the north, the so-called Trujillo type, was found under the 
ruins of an ancient city usually called Chan-chan, the capital of 
the pre-Inca kingdom of the Great Chimu. Nearly all of these 
pieces were extradrdinarily realistic in modelling. Among them 
were jars in the shape of human heads, of birds, of animals, and 
plants, which were of really remarkable artistic skill and natural- 
ness. This was the more surprising because of the fact that many 
of the things portrayed such as parrots, araras, tukanos, and 
monkeys belong strictly to the Amazon region and, as far as is 
known, have never appeared either on the coast or the Sierra. 

The pottery from the southern Valley of Nasca was of a quite 
dificrent order. Here the form and size was more conventional, 
and instead of being modelled, the chief objects were painted ; but 
painted with a dashingness of style and a vividness and freshness 
of colour which filled me with astounded admiration. 

The date of the Trujillo and Nasca cultures is still very un- 
ceilain. Underneath the true Inca remains found at both places 
are found specimens of pottery which seem to indicate Tiawanako 
influence, but the finest examples were found even further beneath 
the sand, which shows that they were made at a stiU earlier period, 
many centuries before even the Tiawanako culture spread to the 
coast. • 

Much, very much is unknown, and even more is uncertain 
regarding all of the coastal ruins. Archseological research in this 
part of the world is still in its infancy. Trujillo and Nasca were 
not the only centres of culture, and much work has to be done 
amongst the other ruins before a valid account of the cultural 
history of any*portion of the coast can be written. 

It was therefore with great pleasure that I accepted an invitation 
to join a commission appointed by the University of San Marco to 
carry out some research york in the peninsular of Paracas, a little 
over a hundred miles south of Lima. Here Dr. J. C. Tello, the 
chief anthropologist and archicologist of the University, had 
started excavation ; it was one of the chief purposes of the 
Commission to investigate and evaluate the ruins which were 
gradually being brought to light. 

It was arranged that our little party was to be transported by 
two motor-cars and a heavy truck ; the latter to carry the camp 
equipment. After a long delay in starting we eventually set out 
on the road winding southward along the coast. 
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Coastal communication is very bad in Peru. There is no railway 
connection between the various valleys, and the road is for the 
most part an invisible trail over the drifting sands. Every few 
hours we would strike a river-valley with cultivated fields and a 
little village or town. But in the long spaces between there was 
only the grandeur of utter desolation. 

The general formation of the country was similar to most other 
parts of the coast. Parallel with the ocean, and, at the most, only 
two or three miles distant, ran the low outer ranges of the Cordil- 
leras. Behind these, the peaks of the second and third ranges 
could occasionally be seen rearing up their splendid heads. Here 
and there the hills would narrow down to the water’s edge, and 
then we would clamber for hours over the low, long, uneven cliffs. 

It is in the occasional valleys of the long narrow desert stretch of 
the coast, that Peru secures her chief agricultural products. La 
Montafia is virgin jungle ; La Sierra lies too high up to allow of 
great agricultural development; therefore it is on this long, 
narrow, seemingly insignificant strip of coast that Peru produces 
the sugar and cotton which form such a large portion of her 
national wealth. It is only in the last few yesus that cotton has 
formed an important item in the list of exports ; yet it was one 
of the oldest products of this region. The very oldest graves 
contain beautifully woven cotton-cloth, made apparently from 
cotton of first-rate quality. 

But whereas the valleys are great wealth producers, agri- 
culturally, towns situated in the valleys presented to us a poor 
bedraggled appearance. As the owners of all the important 
haciendas, or estates, lived and spent their money in Lima, it vas 
only natural that their country houses were badly neglected. 
Chincha presented an exception, and a slight improvement. Here 
the valley was broken up into a number of smalfholdings, so that 
each man was fairly well-to-do, and yet none wealthy enough to 
follow the fashionable flight to the capitaj. 

We found the people of the coast different as regards character, 
appearance, and race, from the folk of the Highlands. The High- 
landers were dour, melancholy, hard-living, whereas the Costenos 
(as they were called) lived more merrily. They were certainly 
more mercurial and temperamental. Even in the earliest times 
there seems to have been this distinction between the two peoples, 
due probably to climatic difference. But in the last century or 
two it has been accentuated owing to racial intermixture. 

The Highland is still essentially Indian. Its inhabitants wear 
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the costume and speak the langua^^ of the ancient Inca Empire, 
but on the coast the Indian element is less vigorous ; waves of 
foreign immigration have left their impression. The Indian is still 
an important element in the coastal cocktail of races, but other 
elements are equally prominent. The Spaniard, of course, gives a 
gloss to all, but the negro strain is equally prevalent. To this 
curious conglomeration of races has been added in the last few 
years a strong admixture of Oriental blood, furnished by settlers 
firom Japan and China. 

The peoples and problems of the coast as it is to-day were 
exceedingly interesting, but naturally it was the past which 
especially claimed our attention. Striking memorials of this past 
were to be seen at many places at which we stopped during the 
course of our journey. 

The first valley after Lima brought us to the magnificent ruins 
of the temple city of Pachakamak. Long, long before the days of 
the Incas, the temple and the oracle of Pachaksunak — the fish-god 
or the water-god symbolizing the creative principle — ^were famous 
all over Peru, and pilgrims fiocked there from all over the country. 
When eventually the Incas conquered the coast, crafty statesmen 
that they were, they did not prohibit the old cult, but on the 
higher and overshadowing hill they erected a magnificent pyramid 
temple to their own god, the God of the Sun, and to one side of 
the temple a huge convent where were housed the virgins dedicated 
to the worship of that deity. 

Below, on two smaller hills, could be seen the remains of the 
old city, with rest-houses for pilgrims and palaces for its priests 
and rulers. All these buildings were made out of sun-dried brick — 
adobe — aa were the buildings everywhere on the coast. It was 
only in the Sieira, and then only for the {principal buildings, that 
stone was used. The extreme dryness of the coastal climate has 
to some extent preserved these adobe buildings down through the 
long ages to the present tipie. 

Shortly after leaving Pachakamak we were told to keep a sharp 
look-out for bandits. Ten years ago this road was infested by 
highwaymen, and even to-day small parties are not infrequently 
robbed, and even murdered. We were to see a pathetic reminder 
of a tragedy that had taken place only some four or five months 
previously. 

In one of the lonely stretches of desert a peasant woman, re- 
turning home from the next valley and accompanied only by her 
dog, had been set upon by these ruffians. In spite of a vigorous 



868 JUNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 

defence, the woman was killed, though the brigands were put to 
flight before they could loot the body, by the arrival of a group of 
villagers. The woman was buried where she lay, for in the desert, 
with only a small wooden cross to mark her grave. Here the 
foithful dog had remained. We saw him as we passed. In this 
barren waste he would soon have starved to death had he not been 
fed by the occasional travellers who knew of the romantic tale. 

The next landmark on our journey southward was a curious 
Inca graveyard. By the side of the desert trail, with no sign of 
habitation in the past or present, lay buried, close to the surface 
of the ground, thousands and thousands of bodies. Treasure- 
hunters had found the place by accident, but taking advantage of 
this accident, we halted for an hour or two in order to continue 
the digging which they had begun. The bodies lay in shallow 
trenches covered over by tree branches, which the dryness of the 
climate had preserved. Over these were heaped up masses of sea- 
shells, and above all was the drifting sand which had levelled and 
evened everything. 

Grave-snatching under such conditions was extremely interest- 
ing work. As far as we could make out, no artificial method of 
mummification had been used ; yet the bodies were perfectly and 
marvellously preserved, and were as fresh as the far-famed 
Egyptian mummies. This, too, no doubt, was due to the dry sand 
of the desert. 

The great point in opening up strange graves is to find out the 
race of people to whom the bodies belonged, and in this case— as 
in others — ^a casual glance was enough to give an approximate 
answer. First of all, the smallish bodies, the roundish heads 
and faces, and the texture of the hair told us that the people we 
dug up belonged to the general South American Indian race, and 
were not invaders or intruders from the.oufolde. Further, we 
knew from our museum visits that the earlier inhabitants of the 
coast, of the so-called Nasca period, went in a great deal for a 
curious type of skull deformation. These skulls were not de- 
formed : therefore must belong to a people of later period. 

Finally, the texture and patterns of the cloths in which the 
bodies were wrapped, and the ornamentation and shape of the 
vases and pots which were buried with them — ^these having 
meaningless geometrical designs, many of the pots had curved-point 
bottoms, so that they could not stand up unsupported — were 
utterly out of keeping with those of the oldest remains, likewise 
out of keeping with the styles prevalent after the Spanish conquest. 
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They corresponded so closely with the well-known Inca remains 
that we concluded definitely the bodies were either those of 
colonists from the far-away centre of the Inca Empire, or at least 
those of a folk long subject to Inca infiuence. 

The indiscriminate way in which the innumerable bodies lay 
together, and the extreme shallowness of the graves, also suggested 
the Inca mode of burial, at least as practised on the coast. In the 
oldest period the bodies were much more elaborately prepared for 
burial and were put much deeper into Mother Earth. The large 
r^umber of llama heads found in the graves told us that the people 
buried here came from, or had close relationship, with the High- 
lands, because this curious animal was never able to become 
acclimatized on the coast. 

The further south we went the more invisible the road, the more 
strenuous and nerve-racking the driving. The long desert clifls 
between the valleys became more uneven, more treacherous. But 
our Peruvian driver thought little of these matters. He, like most 
other native chauffeurs, was about as reliable as a college student 
tlriving while three sheets in the wind. He kept his foot on the 
“ gas,” irrespective of gradients or the state of the road, and we 
whirled on, uncertain whether we were heading for our goal or for 
annihilation. 

We were fortunate. A continuous succession of bumps and 
jolts constituted our chief suffering. But we^ could see that many 
of our predecessors on this road had not been so lucky. Every 
few miles we came in sight of a little wooden cross which told us a 
story of reckless adventure now at an end, for it was the custom to 
bury the victims of accidents where they lay in the desert sand, 
with only a cross to mark the grave. We heard that in one of the 
most recent ac&dents a car had turned a threefold somersault. 
All its passengers liad, of course, been killed, but the chauffeur 
himself, by some miracle, had escaped. 

I began to understand why our driver had in front of him a 
gaudy placard bearing the words, “ Holy Mary, pray for us.” 

In many parts, in the more level section of the long desert sand, 
there were wonderfiil clear mirages to be seen — ^beautiful lakes, in 
the midst of the sands of death. Death-traps are these shimmers 
of unreality. By the whitening bones we could see how cattle 
had wandered far out into the desert in search of the cooling water 
always receding before their eyes, to die in the end of thirst and 
exhaustion. 

And everywhere ruins — many of them quite as interesting as 



870 


JXJNGLE PATHS AND INCA RUINS 


the Inca “graveyard.” To mention only a few, and without 
regard to chronological order, there was, in the Valley of Chincha, 
the well-preserved remains of an Inca city. Erected on three or 
four low, partisilly artificial hills, or mounds, the dwellings or 
chambers arranged terrace-fashion along the sides, bore a striking 
similarity in form to the Pyramids of Eg3rpt. Particularly was 
this so in the case of the chief mound, which had been the Temple 
of the Sun, and the residence of the priests. 

Here there was a long slanting path which led to the top to a 
place which had been the holy of holies. Next to this was a room, 
beautifully adorned with a geometrically designed bas-relief, and 
near this we saw, by peering down, a huge dungeon chamber 
which reached down to the very bottom of the mound, some 
hundred feet or so. Its exact purpose we could not fathom, but it 
was most probably used in connection with the sacrifices offered 
to the Sun-God.* 

A neighbouring mound gave us a good idea as to how the average 
man lived in the days of old. Some twenty or thirty houses were 
grouped together to form a compact “ block,” separated from 
other groups by a high wall and a long narrow street. Each group 
had been the residence of an Ayllu, or clan, the huge family 
group which was the social unit of the old Peruvian civilization. 

Most of the rooms were very small — not a few were without 
doors and had to be entered by means of ladders from the roof. 
Windows were practically non-existent. What light was necessary 
came through the apertures in the roof, but many rooms contained 
half-way up the side of the walls the curious “ Egyptian-shaped ” 
niches which played such an important part in Inca architecture. 
In a number of houses there were tiny mysterious little alcoves 
which seem to have served some religious and sairificUd purpose. 

In one room, particularly well preserved, wft could see how the 
men of old carried out their mural decoration. All of the walls 
were “ whitewashed,” and around the room, a foot or two above 
the floor, ran a band or border with a ftrilliant design in red, green, 
and black. 

These ruins belonged to the distant past. They had been 
deserted for hundreds of years. Their very existence was long 
forgotten ; yet a careful study showed that all that we had seen 
belonged to the Inca times or to a period not long before the Inca 
conquest. Tradition tells us that when the Children of the Sun 
conquered the coast they found Chincha a thriving and powerful 
little principality — ^though we must conclude it was long posterior 
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that this site presents one of the richest and most promising fields 
for future detailed research and excavation. 

It was interesting to me to observe the great cleavage as regards 
cultures, which exists on the coast, between the past and the 
present ; a cleavage much more marked on the coast than in the 
Highlands. The cities of the past, whether Inca or pre-Inca, were 
built on high hills overlooking the valleys, the modern towns are 
all built on the lowlands, in the valleys ; a very useful fact for the 
archaeologist, as subsequent building and rebuilding has not 
disturbed the ancient sites. In many cases one can see where, in 
the old Inca and pre-Inca days, the area under cultivation was 
much greater than is the case at the present day, owing to the 
old elaborate aqueduct systems, which allowed of irrigation of th(' 
higher-lying ground. The improvident Spaniards allowed this 
system to fall into decay, with of course disastrous results ; and it 
is only within the last few years that irrigation has been re- 
introduced. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 


WHEREIN A BURIED CITY COMES TO UOHT 

A fter several days of journeying we arrived at Pisco, 
which was to serve as our base of supplies during the 
course of the work which the commission had under- 
taken. The town of Pisco is famous all throughout 
Peru, OMdng to its namesake, the fiery spirit «o5 grapes, which is 
distilled here in great quantities, and which is the cause of half 
the national crime, but also of half of the national poetry, to say 
nothing of the service it renders in fostering perennial revolutions. 
Pisco is as colourless and as uninteresting-looking as water, but it 
tastes like liquid fire, and works like the devil unchained. It was 
near the home of this enchanting nectar that we were to delve 
into the fathomless past. 

Still another twenty miles to the south w^had to make our way 
across the sands of an ancient bay. No longer could wc whirl ; 
most of the time we were up to our axles in sand, and many a time 
we had to get out and push. It was only late at night that we 
arrived at our goal — the peninsula of Paracas which throws itself 
far out into the sea. 

Paracas, ^hioh in the old Quechua language means the “ Windy,” 
is worthy of its nime. Day and night there howls a gale, with 
neither tree or bush to offer protection. A weird, eerie place is 
Paracas, for the wind howls like the cries of souls who had been 
cast out into the outer darkness. In the teeth of this wind it took 
us hours to erect our tents, in the soft powdery sand, and frequently 
in the days that followed they were blown down and had to be re- 
erected. 

The day after our arrival we set about our work. Dr. Bravo 
busied himself making a detailed geological survey of the peninsula. 
To the geologist Paracas presents a very interesting problem. 
Whereas nearly all of the coastal hills, and most of the Andean 
peaks, consist of land formed in the Secondary period and elevated 
in the Tertiary, the hills of Paracas peninsula are far older and, 
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in fact, represent one of the most ancient bits of sedimentary land 
anywhere in the South American continent. In these hills lie layer 
after layer of coal, but the coal begins and ends here. None is found 
anywhere for hundreds of miles around. It is an isolated deposit. 

The unique geological formation of the site of Paracas — this 
finger of South America pointing into the sea — is one of the 
principal reasons for supposing, as many geologists do suppose, 
that Paracas is the last remnant of a former vast Pacific continent ; 
one which existed before the upheaval of the Andes. The one- 
time Pacific continent is supposed to have begun at about this 
point, and to have stretched far into the sea ; perhaps, as some 
think, as far as the islands of the East and Australia ; this would 
explain why certain animals, such as the marsupials, are common 
to both parts of the world. 

At present, however, Paracas is but a wreck, a pitiful and 
desolate remnant of what once may have been a vast continent. 
It is deserted and lifeless except for the screaming of the albatross, 
the seagulls, and the guano birds. When we were there even this 
screaming was subdued, for the seashore was lined with the 
corpses of thousands of these birds, and many others were sickly 
and dying. 

This was the result of a trick which Mother Nature had within 
the past year played on the Peruvian coast. The high gods of 
destiny were napping, apparently, and a poor innocent ocean- 
current lost its way and went hopelessly astray. The west coast 
owes its extreme dryness, and consequent desolation, to a cold 
current — ^the Humboldt stream — which sweeps up the coast from 
the Antarctic. The dryness has made of the coast a desert ; and 
because it is a desert the rich guano and nitrate fields have been 
preserved. 

But this cold Humboldt stream has a timid rival coming from the 
north, which produces the hot moisture and the luxuriant jimgles 
of the coast of Colombia. Usually tlie Humboldt stream checks 
this little braggart north stream off Ecuador, but suddenly, in 1925, 
the Humboldt stream ceased to function properly. The hot northern 
current came further and further .south. Heat and torrential rains 
followed- -rains that washed away railways and bridges and 
caused untold damage to property. Moisture, the very thing the 
barren coast is supposed to need, proved a curse — because it was 
unexpected. Under the new climatic conditions the old bird life 
could not flourish, and millions of birds all along the coast sickened 
and died. 
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Strangely enough, no one understands what really happened in 
this connection. What became of the Antarctic stream ? Did it 
suddenly disappear, or did it shift its course to some new direction, 
and if so, why ? Some think it went further to the west, some, 
and I with them, hold that the Humboldt current continued to 
function imderneath the surface of the water, and that the warm 
current from the north was merely a layer which flowed in the 
opposite direction on the top. Who knows ? And an even more 
important question : Is this new condition to be permanent ? Or 
is it merely a temporary freak ? This is a vital matter, as it means 
a radical change in the climate and in the whole life of the coast. 
Should the change prove permanent, jungle would grow up where 
now there is desert sand. It is a question which only time can 
solve. In 1926 there was a recurrence of conditions similar to 
those of the previous year but in lesser degree. The Humboldt 
current was again “ on the job,” but only half-lieartedly. Heavy 
rains again fell and the birds died off again in great numbers. 

Only the seals continued to sport with full vigour of life on the 
sands of Paracas ; and it was to secure their precious skins that a 
few fishermen had come to this silent deserted peninsula. One of 
these men while digging a place for a camp had come across a 
mummy. News of this find gradually spread north and eventually 
reached the ears of Dr. Tello, who at once ordered systematic 
digging operations to be begun. 

The native diggers had been at work for some time before our 
arrival, so that there was already much for us to see, and day 
after day thereafter some fresh discovery was made, or some 
interesting development occurred. 

Unlike many of the ruins we had seen, which were still more or 
less exposed to tl^ light of day, in Paracas eversrthing was covered 
over with a thick layer of sand. At first sight there was absolutely 
nothing that would lead one to suppose that this lonely peninsula 
weis formerly inhabited.* There was not a drop of fresh water 
anywhere for miles around. All of our own water had to be 
brought from Pisco by motor, and when on one occasion the car 
broke down, we were left for hours in agonizing distress from 
thirst. Owing to the physical position of the peninsula, a sub- 
terranean stream anywhere within well-digging distance of the 
surface was out of the question. It seemed incredible that such 
a forlorn stretch of sand could ever have been a centre of human 
culture. 

And yet, from the excavations, it was obvious that at three 
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different periods, Paracas had been the seat of a considerable 
population. The remains of the three periods lay not, as is 
frequently the case, in layers one on top of the other, but well 
separated, and each with marked characteristics of its own. 

The latest, poorest, and smallest of the three settlements dated 
from the time of the Incas. It seemed clear that at that period 
Paracas had already assumed much of its present desert character. 
After carefully establishing the Incaic nature of these remains, 
little further work was done at this place. The other finds were 
more interesting and more exciting. 

The second settlement, obviously much older than the first, 
was found some distance away, on a low sloping hill which ran 
down to the sea. On the fianks of this hill, called by the commis- 
sion Cabeza Larga, a large number of stones were uncovered. It 
was soon recognized that they were part of numerous foundation 
walls marking thef elites of ancient houses, palaces, and temples. 
The stones were of red porphyry and were loosely cemented 
together with sand and clay. It was obvious that this was no 
simple collection of huts in a fishing village, as I had been at first 
inclined to think, but represented the remains of a city of splendour 
which had existed in days long gone by. The buildings — such 
vestiges as remained — and the mummies buried near them, spoke 
of pomp, and wealth, and luxury. 

The mummies weib wen more interesting than the remains of 
the ancient buildings. They lay much deeper than the Inca 
bodies found on the coast, being covered over by five or six feet 
of sand. They were also much more carefully wrapped up than 
were the common folk of the Inca period. The mummies with 
their wrappings measured between three and four feet in diameter, 
owing to the enormous number of cloths which^had been draped 
around each body. The outermost draperies were, of course, un- 
coloured cloth, but then came layer after layer of the most beauti- 
fully woven and embroidered fabric I hr.ve ever seen. Although 
these robes were falling to pieces from age, their magnificent 
colours were wonderfully well preserved. All the cloth was of 
cotton, and we were set wondering where the huge cotton-fields 
which produced such mountains of cloth could have stood. 
(Vrtainly not in barren desert-land. 

With each mummy, between two layers of embroidered cloth, 
was a handful of brilliantly coloured feathers plucked from bird.s 
at present found nowhere on the coast. Whence could these hove 
come ? Stranger still was the fact that many of the more important 
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mummies had in the folds of their wrappings a curious spiral ring 
made apparently of human tendon. What were they — “ mascots ” 
— “ fetishes ” — and how were they made ? 

The bodies inside the wrappings, like other Peruvian mummies, 
were biuied in a sitting position, the knees brought up to the level 
of the shoulders, the head bowed between the knees. The heads 
of these mummies were especially interesting. Whereas in Inca 
times it was very unusual to deform the heads of the children 
artificially, in the older periods of the coastal culture this custom 
was almost universal. Here, judging from the mummies, the 
custom had been carried to an extreme degree. 

From early infancy onwards light bands were bound around the 
heads of the children. These bands, aided no doubt by boards, 
caused the skulls of the people, as they grew up, to assume a most 
extraordinary shape — not unlike that of a bishop’s mitre. The 
back of each skull was almost perpendicufa/, •the whole front 
resembled a long sloping forehead and slanted back at an astemish* 
ing angle. The high culture evinced by the remains showed that 
even this amazing deformation of the skulls had no deleterious 
effect upon the intelligence of the people. 

Such extreme deformation has been found nowhere else on the 
coast. This showed that not only were the remains here of Inca 
influence, but also that Paracas must have been at one time 
the centre of a culture distinct from that of all other pre>Inca 
civilizations. 

The most extraordinary and unique thing about these mummies 
was the fact that the wrappings of all of them were to a certain 
extent charred. They could not have been subjected to a subse- 
quent acciden^ fire, because the outer layers of cloth showed no 
trace of fire or carbonization, but as one worked inwards the 
vestments gradually became brown, and then blsudc, and were 
finally a huge tissue of ashes, but ashes so perfectly preserved, 
that even the fabric and the design on the cloths remained perfectly 
intact. More wonderful still, the bodies themselves were not 
burned and the bones showed no sign of carbonization. 

This was indeed a mystery. Nothing similar has ever been 
found in Peru, or, as far as I know, in any other part of the world. 
It seems inconceivable that the inner wrappings of these mummies 
could be charred, when neither the bodies themselves, nor the outer 
wrappings had been. But so it was. In my own opinion this fact 
can only be accounted for by supposing that the ancient Peruvians 
smeared the bodies of their deeid with some kind of preservative, 
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perhaps some weak solution of nitric acid, which gradually burned 
out all of the surrounding textiles. 

If this be so, it is the first time that an artificial preservative 
for the dead has been found in Peru, for whereas the Egyptians 
invented elaborate embalming fluids, the Peruvians seem to have 
relied only on the extraordinary dr3mess of their climate for the 
preservation of the bodies of their ancestors. Either this or else 
their embalming fluids were of such a delicate kind that modern 
chemical analysis have not been able to trace them. 

We were particularly interested in trying to fix a date for the 
remains found at Cabeza Larga. A careful examination of the 
pottery, the weaving, and of the mummies convinced all of us that 
we had stumbled upon the site of a city which was not merely 
pre-Inca but which was older even than the civilizations of 
Trujillo and Nasca.^ ^ 

But ancient as these remains were, they were not the most 
ancient which our little party had the good fortune to see. In 
various likely places all over the peninsula, long thin iron rods 
were thrust deep into the ground. According to the resisting 
pressure, we were able to tell, with a fair degree of certainty, 
whether the earth was virgin and imdisturbed, or whether some 
foreign substance had been buried underneath it. 

A great deal of this work led, of course, to no result. But on 
the top of another hill,* called Cerro Colorado, wliich lay about s 
mile away from Cabenza Larga, it was found that the rods could 
be thrust down to their hilts. Encouraged by this fact, the native 
workmen, under Dr. Tello’s able direction, immediately commenced 
serious excavation. 

This turned out to be a long and arduous task. At first nothing 
whatever was found. But when three or fourtfeet of sand had 
been cleared away we came to what had originally been the 
surface level. Here the ground consisted of a very hard rock- 
like clay. Further examination showed that several long deep 
perpendicular shafts had once been cut through this clay, although 
they had long since been covered in again. Digging out the re- 
filled earth, the excavators followed the course of one of these 
shafts some ten or twelve feet without finding anything. Only the 
fact that the walls of the shafts were lined with rough-cut porphyry 
stones encouraged them to go on with their task. 

Finally, some fifteen feet below the old surface of the ground, 
and nearly twenty feet underneath the drifting sand, the diggers 
came upon a layer of desiccated cane-stallu, and immediately 
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below this a number of ancient dried boughs. Breaking through 
the cane and old tree-boughs — preserved by the dryness of the 
climate — ^the workers found themselves looking down into a large 
hollow artificial cavern, along the sides of which were seated a 
number of mummies I. 

The discovery of the first cavern led to opening up many others. 
Later it was found better to trace the other caverns by sending 
out horizontal tunnels from those already discovered rather than 
by following the courses of the ancient perpendicular shafts. 

It gave me a weird, uncanny feeling to crawl through one of 
these tunnels and suddenly find myself in a cavern filled with the 
figures of men dead many, many centuries ago. I had, in fact, 
the startling impression of having dropped into a secret tribal 
council carried on in the deep recesses of the earth, I must confess 
I gave a cry when I saw — or thought I sajj^f-one of the figures 
move ! I breathed again — only when I found* that the moving 
figure was one of the workmen who had been resting in one of the 
dark burial-caves built, no doubt, by some of his distant ancestors. 

The mummies discovered in the caverns when removed to the 
light of day, revealed to us a number of interesting facts. It 
became clear that these people had lived in a cultural period, some 
centuries prior to that of Cabeza Larga, though the cultures of 
the two settlements must have been closely affiliated. The head 
deformation on Cerro Colorado was simpler, giving the skull a 
wedge shape. There was no trace of the charring such as had 
been found in the remains at Cabeza Larga. The pottery was 
more primitive ; the embroidered cloth, though equally beautiful, 
was less plentiful. We were here at the very threshold of the high 
civilization which Peru was later destined to evolve. 

Unfortunately^ during the short time I was able to stay at 
Paracas, no trace could be found of the buildings erected by the 
men of this older culture, but the contents of the caverns gave us 
a good idea of the life th?y must have led. The ancient inhabitants 
of Cerro Colorado were representatives of the oldest culture which 
has been found anywhere on the coast of Peru up to the present 
lime, yet it was obvious that they even then had already reached 
a high level of civilization. Agriculture was certainly well de- 
veloped, for, in addition to cotton, the desiccated remains of maize, 
potatoes, and several other plants were found in large quantities. 

The Cerro Colorado culture must have arisen just when the 
Peruvians were gradually emerging from the stone to the metal 
age. The weapoiis found in caverns had been hewn out of stone 
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or flint, but the discovery of s number of long thin gold {dates, 
used evidently as head-bands, showed that the working of metals 
had already begun. Of silver or copper I could And no trace, 
although both these substances were extensively employed in the 
later Inca times. The Peruvians never learned the use of iron, so 
that the absence of this metal was not surprising. 

What to me was most interesting was the fact that both the 
weaving and the embroidery were far superior to the pottery. It 
would seem that in the evolution of most primitive cultures, pot- 
maldng came flrst and weaving later. In the Amazon I had met 
with many tribes where ceramics bad reached a comparatively 
high stage of development but where weaving was still entirely 
unknown. Here, however, the pots were coarse and crude, mostly 
uncolouFcd, and without pictorial design, although the shapes and 
forms characteristic of the later Nasca culture were clearly fore- 
shadowed. 

It is probable that these early inhabitants lived far more upon 
flsh than upon flesh. But in the entrance to several of the shafts, 
huge whale ribs were found, and it seems likely that even in these 
primitive times the men had found means of hunting the mightiest 
of ocean dwellers. 

From the position and arrangement of some of the bodies it 
appeared probable t^at these ancient Peruvians followed the 
interesting custom of b*urying with the chief his retainers and 
womcn-folk, who were either killed or who committed suicide, 
that they might continue to serve their master in the other world. 
The other world — that strange lodestone of human sentiment from 
the earliest dawn of human existence down to present-day table- 
rapping and spook-gazing. 

The skulls both here and in Cabenza Larga slfowed, moreover, 
that even in the distant past represented by these cultures the 
delicate and difflcult operation of trepanning was known and 
carefully carried out . It was extraordinary what a large percentage 
of skulls had huge holes cut in them, and yet from the well-healed 
edges it was obvious that in most cases the victims of the operation 
had lived for years afterwards. 

What was the cause of all these operations ? Probably in 
warfare the stalwart soldiers got their skulls broken by a stone- 
axe or club, inflammation set in, and it was necessary to cut out 
the whole of the infected area. But without antiseptics or antts- 
thetics, the victim must have had a gay time, sitting still whilst 
his head was being bored open. 
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Everybody was on tiptoe with interest in the things which were 
being brought to light. Even Mannling, the cinematographer, 
whose interest was usually confined to beer and skittles, sat up 
and gazed. The native workmen were as enthusiastic as the most 
high-brow archaeologist. Their attitude was very interesting. 
“ Are not the things we did and made more beautiful than any- 
thing made by the Spaniards ? ” one of them asked me. I was 
startled by the question. In spite of the four centuries which 
have elapsed since Pizarro, the old racial pride and feeling had 
not disappeared. 

I should have liked to stay for months to follow the course of 
excavations, but it was necessary for all of our party to return to 
Lima ; so regretfully enough wc started on the return journey. 
The workmen, however, were left behind to continue the digging, 
and it was arranged that Dr. Tello was to return to the scene of 
excavation in a few weeks' time, to see what»ha^ been done. 

The ruins at Paracas, and the other ruins which we visited in 
Peru, in Bolivia, and in northern Chile, gave clear evidence that 
the history of human culture in South America is far more ancient 
and far more complicated than is usually supposed. Hundreds 
and even thousands of years ago dwellers of the Andean regions 
built up not one but a series of high civilizations. The history of 
these civilizations is still largely a closed book. For the student 
there remains epoch-making work to bejdane, and 1 longed for 
the opportunity to peer more deeply into this ancient and mys- 
terious past. My leave, however, had long expired, and it was 
necessary without further delay to embark on the ship that was 
to bring me home. 

I was left with a wealth of memories, memories of the strange 
primeval fife of the jungle, and memories of the grandeur of the 
ancient cultures fif the Andes. Whether or not time ever allows 
me to return to this fascinating land, the journey, in spite of 
its difficulties and hardships, is one which I love to recall, and 
one over which I love to dream. 


THE END 
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